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The Perfect Writing Instrument 


NSWERS the purpose of both pen and pencil combined. 
Its point is shaped like a fine lead pencil point and 
writes with ink free and easy without a miss, skip or blur. 
The steady uniform flow of ink actually improves your 
hand-writing. Won't blot, scratch, leak or soil hands. 


minus the weak points of both, plus improvements not found 
in either. The lead pencil smudges, the point breaks and its 
writing soon is obliterated. Most fountain pens skip, scratch, 
flood, clog, leak, blot, soil hands and clothing. The old 
stylo-graphic ink pencil dries up, balks, blots, writes heavy, 
flows unevenly and is never reliable. The Inkograph feeds 
as fast and uniform on the 20th page as it did on the first. 


Not the tiniest drop of ink will spill although one filling is 
sufficient to write thousands of words. 


at one time with intobunt copy in we Bear down as hard 
as you like, without fear of bending, spreading, injuring or 
distorting its 14Kt solid gold point. 
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an ebony black i which is black 
rubber, highly ‘ and red rubber 
without smearing, smudging or blurring the paper. Writes 
Meme the With any color of ink. 
hoice of men 


oF 


of affairs 


The ink dries as fast as you write, because the flow is fine, 
even and uniform. 


me Prevents clogging. No complicated mechanism to clean or 
get out of order. A year’s guarantee certificate with full 
directions accompanies each Inkograph and is your absolute 
protection. 
An Instrument of Re cement 
In appearance it is extremely attractive. Its beautifully highly polished 
fa finest quality of hard rubber, its 14Kt selid gold peint and feed, gold 
band on safety screw cap, gold self-filling lever and gold clip 
makes it an instrument of distinctive elegance and refinement. The equal 
in size, workmanship and material of any $7, $8 or $9 fountain pen. Also 
mace in ladies’ size. 
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Gentlemen: You may send me your Inkograph Style No. 
| will pay postman $2.98 plus postage on delivery. 
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Send for Our Cata- 
log and Trade Prices 


DEALERS: 


181-95 Centre St.,New Yorkcity 
MONEY 


Your name and address and 
the style number of the Inko- 
graph of your choice are suffi 
cient. Pay the postman $2.98 
plus postage on delivery. Spe 
cify if you want ladies’ size 
When cash accompanies order 
Inkograph will be sent postage 


INKOGRAPH 
ACCOMPLISHMENT 

That I4kt solid gold ball-like point which 
is hard, round and smooth. glides with 
ease over the coarsest paper and makes it 
possible to write in ink as rapidly as with 
the softest lead pencil. 


prepaid. If within ten days AGENTS Sci inkotraphs. make biager 
profits. more sales, without 
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satisfactory return it and we'll ition. Send for an 


. refund your moncy. 


no com 


State 


¥ 
GO 
‘I A } 
— 
a 
| 
Mustrat 
| Actual | 
me Size ize 
graph, bar 
| rel made of 
quality red 
ber, a large 
INKOGRAPH CO., Inc. 
or write for special sates plan booklet 


every married woman 


had trained nurse sister 


Some of the most important 
things in a woman’s life are the 
most difficult to discuss, and 
one of them is the subject of 
feminine hygiene. Thousands of 
women today are running con- 
tinual risk through the use of 
poisonous, caustic antiseptics 
such as bichloride of mercury 
or the compounds of carbolic 
acid. 


Physicians deplore the use 
of these dangerous germicides, 
but many women are too shy or 
timid to ascertain the real facts. 
Others receive wrong or incom- 


A whole medicine 
chest in itself 


Zonite kills germs. 
That is why Zonite is 
valuable for so many 
different purposes. 

For prevention against 
colds, coughs, grippe 
and influenza. 

Fora daily mouth-wash 
to guard against pyor- 
rhea and other gum in- 
fections. 

For cuts, wounds, burns 
and scratches. 

For use as a deodorant. 
Remember that Zonite, 


though a very powe 


plete advice from people who 
are no better informed than 
themselves. If every married 
woman had a trained nurse for 

a sister, there would be far less 
misery from this source, because 
nurses, like physicians, are well 
aware of the dangers that lie 
in every bottle that displays the 
deadly skull-and-crossbones on 
its label. 


Safety for little children 


Besides the caustic, corrosive effect which 
carbolic acid compounds possess when in 
contact with delicate membranes, there is 
the constant danger of accidental poison- 
ing, especially with little children in the 
house. The tragedies growing out of such 
accidents are common enough, as every 
newspaper reader knows. 


Fortunately it is no longer necessary to 
run these risks. Science has at last de- 
veloped a true antiseptic, a real germicide, 
that is powerful and effective, but safe. It 
is called Zonite, and while it is comparable 
in strength with the poisonous antiseptics 
already discussed, it can be applied with- 
out danger to the most delicate mem- 
branes and tissues of the body. 


7 At your druggist’s in bottles 

25¢, 50c, and $1.00 

on Full directions with every package 
Use Zonite Ointment for burns, 
scratches, sunburn, etc. Also 

nake bigger as a powerful t in the 

es. without form of a vannishing cream 


ns. popular 
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Some women receive wrong or incomplete advice... 
has developed a safe antiseptic comparable in strength with car- 


antiseptic, is non-poi- 
sonous and absolutely 
safe to use. 


but science 


bolic acid. An antiseptic that is absolutely non-poisonous .. . 


Zonite is in reality a sciontific marvel. 
It is more than forty times as effective ger- 
micidally as peroxide of hydrogen. It is 
far stronger than any dilution of carbolic 
acid that can be safely applied to the 
human body. And yet Zonite, powerful 
as it is, can actually be held in the mouth. 
In fact, dentists are recommending it 
freely for oral hygiene. 


Welcomed by women 


No wonder Zonite has been welcomed by 
refined, enlightened women, as well as the 
medical and nursing professions. For 
Zonite has encouraged the wholesome, 
scientific practice of feminine hygiene, 
which means so much to woman’s com- 
fort, beauty and health-assurance. 


Zonite is fatal to germs, but safe for 
human beings. It will not burn, harden 
nor scar the delicate tissue-linings, as the 
old poisonous antiseptics do, even when 
they are greatly diluted. Zonite is clean 
and wholesome and perfectly safe to have 
around the house. It is safe in the hands 
of a child. 


Zonite can now be obtained at practi- 


cally every drugstore in the United States. 
Knowledge has spread rapidly of its splen- 
did qualities, especially its safety in use. 
Probably women in your own circle are 
using it. 


Send for this booklet 


Full directions for the use of Zonite ac- 
company every bottle, but if you are in- 
terested in the subject of feminine hygiene 
you will want to have the special booklet 
which the Women’s Division has prepared. 
It deals also with other affairs of the toi- 
lette—mouth, scalp, complexion, etc. It 
is daintily illustrated and the information 
it contains is concise and to the point. It 
is frankly written but delicately treated. 
It isa book every mother 

will want to show her 

daughter. Use the cou- | 
pon below. Zonite Prod- 
ucts Company, y 
Postum Building, 
250 Park Avenue, 


New York, N. Y. 


ZONITE 
PRODUCTS CO. 
250 Park Ave., N. Y. 


Please send me free copy of 
the Zonite booklet or booklets 
checked below 


C) Feminine Hygiene 
() Use of Antiseptics in the Home 


es Please print name (SS-18) 
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True Stories from Real Life 


The Best True-Life Serials 


MEN WHO HAVE KISSED ME ‘ . 18 A WIFE WHO COULDN’T BE BAD » 
The First of Six Love Episodes in the Life My Dream Lover Would Save My Husband 
of a Beautiful Woman But At What a Price 
The Best True-Life Stories 
HER WEDDING RING THEY MADE ME A DECOY IN A 
A True Love Story All Men Will Ueiutied DEARIE SHOP , 58 


What I Found in the Street of Sain Daddies 


TRAPPED IN THE JUNGLE - 40 
I Escaped from the Black Fiends—Only— TWO CAN PLAY AT LOVE . ‘ 65 


Was I Just Another Blind Husband? 


WHY I LEFT MY HUSBAND FOR THE 
MAN I LOVED - 43 MAKE ME HOMELY 69 


Has Every Woman a Right to iatiead The Strange Plea of a Lovely Girl 


A GIRL I CAN’T FORGET . ° - 46 MY MOUNTAIN MARRIAGE... . 72 
The Man Who Missed a Chance to Save a Soul I Was a Victim of the Code of the Hills 


JEALOUS LOVE é s I’M GLAD I HAVE A DUMB WIFE - 76 
My Spanish Blood Drove Me to Mad Deeds All My Friends Envy My Home Life 


The Best True-Lile Features 


TO ONE I LOVE » GIRLS, BEWARE OF WOMEN FRIENDS 50 
A Poem by zo# ALVAREZ By JUDGE CHARLES A. OBERWAGER 
; Your Own Sex is More Dangerous Than Men 


BLACKMAILERS ARE AFTER YOU. 22 I WISHIHADPETTED.. 56 
By LEIGHTON H. BLOOD 
A Startling Exposure of a Vicious Crime Ring Girl Who 


I'M AN OLD MAN’S DARLING - 33 TELL ME YOUR TROUBLES . . 78 
By LADY DRUMMOND HAY By MARTHA MADISON 


Can May and December Marry Happily? How Do You Value Your Love? 


Cover Design from a Painting by Henry Clive Stars of the Stage and Screen . 29-32 and 61-64 


‘NEXT MONTH: Beginningw 
2 “I LIVED A LIE” 
; 


¢g \ “HOW TO CATCH A RICH HUSBAND” 
{ By Florenz Ziegfeld 
Pw A Tip to Girls from the Producer of the Follies a 


The contents of this magazine are covered by copyright and may not be repudlished without permission. Published monthly by the Magus Magazine Corporation, at 119 
West 40th Street, New York, N. ¥Y.. U.S. A. R. E. Berwin, President and Treasurer; Jonn BRENNAN, Vice-President; R. T. MowaGuan, Secretary. Copyright 1926, by 
Magus Magazine (< FDO ration. 2 cents a copy; subscription price, United States and possessions, $3.00 a year; Canada, ‘sb 50; Foreign, $4 00. All subscriptions are payable 


in advance. We cannot begin subscriptions with back numbers. Unless otherwise directed we begin all subscriptions with the current issue. When sending in your renewal 
please give us four we eeks’ notice When ct changing an address, give the old address as well as the new and allow five weeks for the first Sten Chinn reach you. Entered as second- 
class matter, March 27, 1900, at the Post Office, New York, New York, under the act of March 3, 1879. Additional entry at the Post Office ago, Lilinois, 
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“We Need More Men Like Mr. Allee” 


. —F, C. Best, President, Chicago Telephone Supply Co. 


“Why Such Unusual 
Results?” The Answer— 
LaSalle Training 


“There has been such a marked 
improvement in our Production and 
Planning that I have just completed 
an investigation to determine the 
cause. 

“This department has been 
charge of our Mr. H. M. Allee, A 
during the past few months has in- 
troduced new plans, the adoption of 
which has given us an almost per- 
fect production control. He tells 
me this improvement is directly 
due to his training with LaSalle 
Extension University. 

“I congratulate myself that such 
an institution as LaSalle is avail- 
able, and am encouraging other of 
our Department Heads to take up 
this work. We need more men like 
Mr. Allee. (Signed) 

C. BEST, President 
Tele phone Supply Co, 


“I Have Whipped My Job” 
“My fifteen years as draftsman, 
machine shop foreman and machine 
designer had enabled me to con- 
vince our president that I was ready 
for the job of Production Manager. 
But the job itself showed me my 
need for more specialized knowl- 
edge. LaSalle training in Industrial 
Management has given me the 
knowledge ‘and ability that I had 
to have to hold my place. I have 
whipped my job, thanks to my 
LaSalle training,” (Signed 
H. M. ALLEE, Production Mgr. 
Chicago Telephone Supply 


raftsman—machine shop foreman—machine 
esigner— 

Then he was made Production Manager of the 
Chicago Telephone Supply Co., Elkhart, Indiana, 
manufacturers of telephones, telephone parts and 
radio parts—and the problems of his new job 
baffled him. 

“Il knew things were wrong,’’ writes Mr. Allee, 
**but I did not know how to remedy them. I turned 
for help to LaSalle training in Industrial Man- 
agement. 

‘The immediate task was to establish planning 
and production control—an efficient stock room 
system, and definite organization of every piece 
of material, every machine and every worker. 
The task was wove’ A peculiarly difficult by the vast 
number of small items, both of raw material and 
finished goods, entering into the manufacture of 
our product. 

‘*From the very first, my LaSalle lessons paral- 
leled my shop problems. So, as I applied the 

rinciples from my training, my work cleared up. 
and classified everything in the stock 
room, drew up a factory organization chart which 
was adopted, and instituted systematic produc- 
tion and material records."’ 

Commenting on the increased efficiency of the 
Production and Planning Department, F. C. Best, 
President of the Company, writes: ‘‘Progress in 
our production efficiency within the past few 
months has been nothing short of remarkable. 
The adoption of the plans which Mr. Allee has 
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H, M. ALLEE 


“I have whipped my job—thanks to my 
LaSalle training” —H. M. Allee, Production Manager 


introduced has given us an almost perfect produc- 
tion control. He tells me this is directly due to 
his training with LaSalle Extension University. 

‘I congratulate myself that such an institution 
as LaSalle is available, and am _ encouraging 
other of our Department Heads to take up this 
work., We need more men like Mr. Allee.”’ 


Send for These Free Books 


If you are an employer, LaSalle training for 
your executives and men will quickly prove its 
worth to you in greater production, lessened 
overhead, increased net profits. Write for full 
particulars—on your own letterhead. 

If you are an employee—whether in the field 
of production, or accounting, or selling, or finance, 
or management, or any other of the major de- 
partments of business— LaSalle adult business 
training can quickly clear your path to increased 
earnings. 

The coupon will bring you, without obligation, 
full particulars of a clear and definite plan that, 
properly applied, will add thousands of dollars to 
your income. 

With it you will receive a 64-page book telling 
the opportunities.in the business field in which 

ou prefer success, together with a copy of ‘‘Ten 

ears’ Promotion in One,’’ the inspiring story of 
how one man, after many wanderings, found the 
path to responsibility and power. 

If you are in earnest in your desire to carve out 
for yourself a —— ture, fill in, clip and 

mail the coupon NOW 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


in One," all without obligation. 
Busi M : Trainin 
for Official, Managerial, Sales an 
Departmental Executive positions. 


O Higher Accountancy: Training for 
tion as Auditor, Comptroller, 
rtified Public Accountant, it Ac- 
countant, ete 
Modern Salesmanship: Leadin 
position as Sales Executive, Sa hg 
man, Sales Coach or Trainer, Sales 
Promotion Manager, Manufacturer’s 
Agent, Solicitor, and all positions in 
retail, wholesale, or specialty selling, 
O Traffic Management; Foreign and 
Domestic: Training for sition as 


THE WORLD'S LARGEST BUSINESS TRAINING 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
I would welcome an outline of your salary-doubling plan, together with a copy of “Ten Years’ Promotion 


Dept. 1050-R 


O Law: Training for Bar; LL.B. Degree. Industrial M 
Banking and Finance. in Works 
Oo — and P 


tion Methods: Training for i- ee ete. 


CHICAGO 


janagement: 
anagement, 
uction Control, Industrial Engi- 


INSTITUTION 


tions in “Shep Management, such as (j Mode 
that of Superintendent, General Fore- 
man, Foreman, Sub-Foreman, etc. 

D Personnel and Empioyment Man- 
agement: Training in the position of 
Personnel Manager, Industrial Rela~ © Commercial Law. 


tions Manager, Employment Manager, D Expert Bookkeeping. 


relating to Employee Business English. 


Railway Station Management: © Commercial S 
Training for — of Station he- O Effective Speaking. 


Corr 
and ato Training for — 
as Sales or Collection Correspondent, 
Promotion Manager, Mail Sales 
Manager, Secretary, etc. 


Railroad or IndustrialTra A 
Rate Expert, Freight Solicitor, ete, 


Name 


= and Agent, Division © C. P. A. Coaching for Adv d mail 
coupon 
Present Positi: Addr how 


hg 
— 
] 
ie 
‘ ¥ 
free! 
3 


Extra special offer to those who 

FRE hurry their order for the 77 piece 
combination outfit shown here :— 

pieces GENUINE CUT GLASS: Pitcher of 2-qt. 
capacity and 6 tumblers of 9-oz. csvacitv. Each 

piece is clear, thin and dainty; hand cut ora: 
tions consisting of large floral design with appro- 
priate foliage. Sri a limited number —eo act quick. 


set of Genuine 


Sensational offer—almost a year to pay! An outfit of 77 pieces—and a7 
Cut Glass FREE, if you order now—at a price you could not equal in your home town even for 
spot cash. We’ Tf ship this complete outfit—84 pieces in all—direct to your home on 30 days trial 
or only $1.00down. Examine the quality, the beauty, the durability of each piece. After trial, 
ou are not delighted with the ——— send the outfit back and we'll refund your dollar plus 


Hie transportation charges you paid. 


$2°° a Month 


REE. 84.pieces in all—only $19.95— 


Outfit Consists of: 


77 pieces you need in your home 

every day. And, if you act at once, 

the 7 piece Genuine Cut a= set is 
| free besides — 84 pieces in all! 


44-Piece Bluebird 
Dinner Set Blocbirds and’ 


colors. Each piece is twice fi 

flake white glaze of great Stich cannot 
craze. The set consists of 6 cups, 6 saucers, 6 dinner 
plates, 9 in. diameter; 6 fruit saucers, 5 in. diameter; 
oatmeal nappies, 6 in. diameter; 6 salad plates, 6 in. 
diameter; 1 meat platter, 10 in. long; 1 round, | 
dish, 9 in. diameter; 1 cream pitcher, ls bow! & 
and cover (2 pieces); 1 butter plate; Se bowl, 
Fong dish, 6 in. in diameter. Each h piece has dainty 


lue edge and is ully shaped. 
26-Piece Silver S Set you years of 


satisfac A pleasing pa’ finieh 
piece silver Diated silver Made for us by 
Wiliam Rog Ltd consists of 6 knives, 6 forks, 6 dessert spoons, 

6 teaspoons, sugar ebeil, butter knife. Packed in roll. 


nen finished 


If you decide to keep the outfit, start paying enly $2.00 a 
month until you’vepaid ourrock bottom price—only $19: oe 
for the entire 77 piece outfit with the7 piece Cut Glass = 
and almost a year to pay! Where else can you find a bar- 
gain like that and on such liberal terms ? 


Send Coupon NOW 


We have made up only a limited number of 
these combination outfits for this special sale. 
Send the coupon quick, while this offer lasts. 
ony $1.00 deposit brings the outfit on 30 days’ 

i Satisfaction guaranteed or your money 
4 (We do not ship C. O. D.) 
= Straus & Schram, Dept. 1917 Chicago, Ill. 


Enclosed find $1. Ship special advertised 77 Combination Outht, 
5 ay genuine cut glass set FREE to have 30 
f l keep the Outfit. T will pay you $2 monthly 
l am to return the Outfit with the 7 piece cut pA set within 30 
s days —! you are to re’ money and any freight or expres. 
charges | paid. 


77-piece Combination Outfit, No. G874 19.95. 
C13 piece Genuine Cut Glass Set FREE. -s 


uebirds sad Apple ox 
fast colors. Harmonizes perfectly w' 
The 7-Plece Genuine Cut 
weight of entire 


Order | No. 874A. $1.00 with coupon; 
brn Total price $19.95. 
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A few years ago I was 
working in a shop for $15 
Immediately 
upon completion of my Now I am earning an 
course I was offered a 
position through N. S, 
T. A. My earnings were 
from $5,000 to $6,500 per 


a week 


. Birmingham, 
Dayton, O. Winchester, Ky. 


James Jacobsen, 


When I took up the N. S. 
T. A. course, I was selling 


I attribute this remark- 
able progress to N. S, 
T. A. training. 


ear. Today I am earn- 
oe $7,500 per year. 


Fooling 


Records Are Due to LUCK! 


But don’t take my word for it! When I tell you that you 
can quickly increase your earning power; I'LL PROVE 
IT! FREE! I'll show you hundreds of men like yourself who 


J. E. GREENSLADE 


*LL come directly to the point. 

First you'll say, “I could never 
do it, these men were lucky.” But 
remember the men whose pictures 
are shown above are only four out 
of thousands and if you think it’s 
luck that has suddenly raised thou- 
sands of men into the big pay class 
you’re fooling yourself. 


Easy to Double Salary 


But let’s get down to your own 
case. You want more money. You 
want the good things in life, a com- 
fortable home of your own where you 
can entertain, a snappy car, member- 
ship in a good club, good clothes, 
advantages for your loved ones, 
travel and a place of importance in 
your community. All this can be 
yours. And I'll prove it to you, 
FREE, 

First of all get this one thing right 
—such achievement is -not luck—it’s 
KNOWING HOW! And KNOW- 
ING HOW in a field in which your 
opportunities and rewards are ten 
times greater than in other work. In 
short, I’ll prove that I can make you 
a Master Salesman—and you know 
the incomes good salesmen make. 

Every one of the four men shown 
above was sure that he could never 
SELL! They thought Salesmen were 
“born” and not ‘“‘made!” When I said, 
“Enter the Selling Field where chances in your 
favor are ten to one,” they said it couldn’t be 


have done it. And I 


done. But I proved to them that this Associa- 
tion could take any man—regardless of his 
station in life, regardless of his present job, or 
lack of selling experience—and in a short time 
make a MASTER SALESMAN of him—make 
him capable of earning anywhere from $5,000 
to $10,000 a year. And that’s what I’m 
willing to prove to you, FREE. 


Simple as A B C 


You may think my promise remarkable. 
Yet there is nothing remarkable about it. 
Salesmanship is governed by rules and laws. 
There are certain ways of saying and doing 
things, certain ways of approaching a prospect 
to get his undivided attention, certain ways to 
overcome objections, batter down prejudices 
and outwit competition. 

Just as you learned the alphabet, so you can 
learn salesmanship. And through the NA- 
TIONAL DEMONSTRATION METHOD 
—an exclusive feature of the N. S. T. A. 
System of Salesmanship Training—you gain 
the equivalent of actual experience while 
studying. 


Years of Selling Experience 
in a Few Weeks 


The N. S. T. A. System of Salesmanship 
Training and: Employment Service will enable 
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F. B. 
Chattanooga, Tenn. 


Without this training I 
would still be working for 
other fellow This 
year I will make close to 
average of $135 a week. $7,000 — some increase 
since my enrollment. 


shoes for $35 a week. the 


Englehardt, Frank Walsh, 
Springfield, Mass. 
I was clearing around 
$1,000 a year when I was 
enrolled with N.S. T. A. 
I have increased my in- 
come to $7,286. I now 
own my home, drive a 
nice car, and have a sum- 
mer camp. My grateful 
thanks to N. S. ¥ A. 


Il show you how you can do it, too 


you to quickly step into the ranks of successful 
salesmen—will give youa big advantage over 
those who lack thistraining. It will enable you 
to jump from small pay to a real man’s income. 


Remarkable Book, Sent 
FREE 


With my compliments I want to send you a 
most remarkable book,“‘Modern Salesmanship.” 

It will show you how you can easily become 
a master salesman—a big moneymaker—how 
the N. S. T. A. System of Salesmanship Train- 
ing will give you years of selling experience in a 
few weeks; how our FREE Employment 
Service will help select and secure a good selling 
position when you are qualified and ready. 
And it will give you success stories of former 
routine workers who are now earning amazing 
salaries as salesmen. Mail the coupon today. 
In every man’s life there is one big moment 
when he makes the decision that robs him of 
success—or leads him on to fortune. This 
may be your turning point. 


Dept. R26, N.S. T. A. Building 
Chicago, Ill. 

| National Sal ’s Training Association, ! 
j Dept. R-26, N. S. T. A. Building, 

Chicago, Ill. 

Send me free your book, “Modern Salesman- I 
I ship,” and Proof that I can become a MASTER 
l SALESMAN. ! 
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Guaranteed for FIVE Years! A guarantee you'll never use; the 
average Underwood lasts for LIFE! 


Thousands use a typewriter at home! 
—to their pleasure and profit. The type 
writtenletter wins. Stories that are typed 
sell. There's always a wealth of work for Z 
a typist. Learn and earn on an Under, . ” 
wood — fast, spirited touch, and beau- @ 
tiful writer. See our offer! 


Write Us a Check for 


THREE DOLLARS 


and Ownan Underwood 


Don’t go another week without a typewriter. And 
don’t pay another month’s rental on some relic. A genu- 
ine Underwood is a joy to use—and easy to own. Act 
in time to receive one from this new lot! 

* 

If you’ve been “saving” for a typewriter, the time has 
come to spend. The cash involved? Three dollars. That’s 
all that stands between you and actual use of your 
Underwood! * * * 


The Shipman-Ward price on a factory rebuilt Under- 
wood makes it folly to buy a second-rate machine. And 
our plan of payment makes it equally foolish to wait. 

* * * 

Don’t send any money now. But do let us have your 
name and address at once—for the big typewriter book 
that’s free. * * * 

The biggest concernsin the country buy Underwoods 
from us. You can make the same big saving, on one 
machine. So why pay the top price? Or why take a 
chance on getting exactly the machine you'd like? We 
give you ample time to try it out. And if you buy, a five- 
year guarantee on top of that! 

* * * 

No other company makes such a wide-open offer; nor 

could we, on any other make of writing machine. See below. 


Thisisa requiar Un- 
derwood, the most 
popular model, with 

standard 4-bank key- 
board, and every im- 
provement ; full size and 
complete equipment; tools 
and cover. 


FREE BOOK COUPON 


y 
Old-Fashioned? 


Modern Letters —Business or Social~are TYPED! 


Four hundred Underwood typewriters, fresh from 
our finishing room, ready for shipment. They will 
soon find homes! For the home use of typewriters is 
increasing by leaps and bounds. A man needs one 
constantly. A boy in school shouldn't be denied one. 
Girls who work get ahead much faster at the office if 
they have their own typewriters at home. 

You'll be amazed at_ the uses everyone in your 
household will find foran Underwood typewriter. Don’t 
try to dowith a less perfect machine, though; it doesn’t 

It isn't necessary. Since Shipman- Ward started 
rebuilding Underwoods, a fine typewriter is not a lux- 
ury in any sense. Few things around your house cost 
80 little as wil! now your Underwood. No 


youever bought was purchased on such liberal 
terms. These machines are in sparkling condition, re- 
built from the platen down. Not a single worn part; 
not a fault nor a flaw; nothing but what is just as 
perfect as its gleaming nickel or —— finish. 

we want is your 
Send No Money! name and address, 
and a chance to present the facts about the wonderful 
Shipman-Ward plan; a plan that has built one of the 
world's largest typewriter businesses; the plan that 
was made for the benefit of all consumers. You run no 
risk buying this way! We let the machine do all the 
selling. Our big book of typewriters in actual colors 
is the thing to think of now! Coupon brings it free. 


SHIPMAN-Warp Co. 
3827 Shipman Bidg., 
| Please send FREE, full offer,cata- 
log, typing manual, and outline your free course 
] in Touch Typewriting, without igation! 


| 
/ a 
we Crwo | 
Ver 
| 3 
7 i. 
4 = 
a's @ if 
| 
Yr 
— N° | 
= 


Un- 
most 


nodel, with 
-bank key- 
every im- 
ull size and 
ment; tools 


UPON 
Co. 
HHICAGO 
fer,cata- 
e course 


nt | 


PARTIAL LIST 


of States, Cities and 
Institutions 
in which 


Graduates of U. of A. S. 


Hold Positions as 
Finger Print Experts 
State of Iowa 
State of Idaho 

State of Colorado 
State of Washington 

State of Michigan 

Duluth, Minn. 
Detroit, Mich. 

St. Paul, Minn. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Lincoln, Nebr. 

Birmingham, Ala. 
Columbus, Ohio 
Havana, Cuba 

Calgary, Alta.,Canada 
Pensacola, Fla. 
Houston, Texas 

New Haven, Conn 
Falls, Mont 
Galveston, Texas 

Albany Co. Penitentiary 
Albany, N. 

w aterloo, Iowa 


Everett, Wash. 
Schenectady, N. Y. 
Alhambra, ¢ ‘att 
Livingston, Mont 
Saginaw, Mich. 
Tampa, Fla. 
York, Pa 
Fort Collins, Colo. 
Windsor, Ont., Can. 

Pueblo, Colo. 

Idaho Falls, Idaho 

Lorain County, Ohio 

Ogden, Utah 
Gainesville, Texas 
Walla Walla, Wash 

Indiana Reformatory 

Jeffersonville, Ind. 

St. Joseph, Mo 
Mingo Junction, Ohio 
Okmulgee, Okla. 

Hazelton, Pa 

Yakima, Wash. 

Oklahoma City, Okla. 

Des Moines, Ia. 

East Lansing, Mich 
Globe, Arizona 
Hamtramck, Mich 

London, Ont., Can. 

Henryetta, Okla. 

Seattle, Wash. 

Oak Bay, B. C., Can. 
Ferndale, Mich. 
Negaunee, Mich. 

Lawton, Okla. 

Bay City, Mich. 

Roanoke, Va 

Glendale, 

Joplin, Mo. 

Drumrighs, Okla. 
Lima, Ohio 
Victoria, B. C. 


Reward 


for the Capture of an Unknown Man! 


WICE he had entered the St. Clair Mansion. What was he after? Who? What 


was in danger? Berteau, the famous 


detective, had warned St. Clair that the 


mysterious marauder would come again. And now—a noise in the passage! The creak of 
an opening door. A shot in the dark! A capture! 


Is the wounded stranger the mysterious intruder? 
Who could tell? Yet Berteau identified the man 
without hesitation and won the $2500 reward. 
How did he do it? Easy enough for the Finger 
Print Expert. He is the specialist, the leader, the 
cream of detectives. Every day’s paper tells their 
wonderful exploits in solving mysterious crimes 
and convicting dangerous criminals 


More Trained Men Needed 


The demand for trained men by governments, states, 
cities, detective agencies, corporations and private 


Course in Secret Service 


For a limited time we are making a special offer of a profes- 
sional Finger Print Outfit and a Course in Secret Service 
Intelligence, to all who enroll. Mastery of these two 
kindred professions will open a brilliant career for you. Write 
quickly ie fully illustrated free book on Finger Prints which 
explains this wonderful training in detail Don't wait until 
this offer has expired—mail the coupon now. You may never 
see this announcement again! You assume no obligation— 
you have everything to gain and nothing to lose. Write at 
once—address 


University of Applied Science 


1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 20-67 Chicago, Illinois 


bureaus is becoming greater every day. Here is a 
real opportunity for YOU. Can you imagine a more 
fascinating line of work than this? Often life and 
death depend upon finger print evidence—and big 
rewards go to the experts. Many experts can earn 
regularly from $3,000 to $10,000 per year. 


Learn at Home in Spare Time 


And now you can learn the secrets of this science at 
home in your spare time. Any man with common 
school education and average ability can become a 
Finger Print Detective in a surprisingly short time. 


Included without 
extra charge 


University of Applied Science 


fessional Finger Print Outfit. 


Street Address 


City and State. 


1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 20-67, Ghanes, Illinois 
Gentlemen: Without any obligation whatever, send me your 


new, fully illustrated FREE book on Finger Prints and your 
offer of a course in Secret Service Intelligence and the Pro- 
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Treat Your Friend to SMART SET--- 


E WANT a million readers. We could have that million in one month 
if each present reader of SMART SET would tell only ONE friend how in- 
timate and sparkling and friendly this magazine is. 


SMART SET is an entirely different magazine from any other. It is a magazine 
with a heart and soul—a personality that you will do well to introduce into 
your own choice circle of warm-hearted, adventure-loving young people. 


In this age of honesty and sincerity it is more than ever desirable to have a 
magazine like SMART SET mirroring for you the truth of life, showing you 
experiences we all must go through, bringing you so close to your fellow men 
and women that you may hear their heart-throbs in the amazing stories 


they tell. 


When you have read this delightful issue of SMART SET from cover to cover 

—pass it along to your chum. If you don’t want to lose even for an hour your 

own particular copy, lead your friends up to the news-stand just as if you 


were going to buy them sundaes, and say: “Have a SMART SET with me! 


Vital questions answered in November SMART SET 


Should a woman tell her fiancé about the mistake of 
her past? (Read: ‘Is a Woman’s Past Her Own?”’’) 


Can a girl born in the slums have “the right sort of 
blood”? (Read “Mother O’ Mine’’) 


Can a yellow girl redeem a man? (Read this start- 
ling story of New York’s Chinatown and a man’s 


regeneration) 


Shall an erring husband be forgiven? (Hear both sides: 
“I Did—I Didn’t Take My Husband Back’’) 


Should a girl confess—when by doing so she can save 
the honor of the school and the honor of her half- 
back sweetheart? (Read “‘The Price of Victory’’) 


Do all the heroes of the silver screen “fall” for the 
girls who besiege them? (Read “‘Movie Love’’—a story 
straight from the heart of Hollywood) 


These are only a few of the 21 true-life stories in 
November SMART SET — On Sale October Ist 
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Glad to Tell Everybody What 
Your Course Did 


I shall certainly be delighted to tell an 
what your course did for me. In fact, I have 
19? been telling people for the last three years and 

started several people in the work in Japan. 

When one lives in New York, as I do no 
and sees the number of wholly ‘unqualified 

ple who are teaching singing, it seems as 

if there ought to be some test for teachers. I 

think that learning ten operatic roles, one 

after another, is a pretty good test of the con- 

dition of a person's throat, don’t you? My 

voice doesn’t seem to have suffered in the 
it from it. 

Florence Mendelson, 
New York City. 


Wouldn’t Part With Course 
for $1,000.00 


I have a great deal to say about this won- 
derful course, and want you to know that I am 
a happy man since taking it up. I n 
your course badly, very badly. Being a 
teacher, I have to speak, at times, quite loud, 
and the strain on my throat was acutely felt, 
and hoarseness followed. My voice is abso- 
lutely clear and resonant now, in fact, I have 
no words to thank you enough. 

I wouldn’t part with my Course for a 


thousand 
Julio C. De Vosconcellos, 
New Bedfi 


Realizes the Dream of Her Life 


A feeling of thankfulness comes over me to 
think I have found such an opportunity to 
cultivate my voice. It is theone great thing in 
my life to develop a beautiful voice, and tothi 
that it is daily improving through your won- 

1 method brought right to my own door. 

I will now make you happy by saying it 

is certainly the best Grestunent I ever 
Florence M. Clarke, 
1488 11th Ave., Vancouver, B. C, 


Lost Voice Restored—Sings 
Better Than Ever 


I am very glad to be able to inform you 
that the study and practice of your exercises 
is making a great change in my voice. 

You what this means to 
me when I tell you that an illness while in 
France, weake my throat tosuch an extent 
that I feared I would never sing again. How- 
ever, after studying your lessons, I find that 

can sing better than ever, in fact, I was told 
by a friend who had heard me sing at a re- 
ception that I had never been in beiter voice 
than I am 


J. Ralph Bartlett, 
wton, N. H. 


Guarantee 
prove Your Voice 


Read how to do it in “PHYSICAL 
VOICE CULTURE”, the greatest book 
ever written on voice building. It will 
show you the one scientific, tested way 
to build a powerful singing « or speaking 
voice. Send coupon below for— 


‘ton four letters on this page tell 
stories of voca} develop- 
ment. They are: from men and 

women who have learned that Physical 
Voice-Culture is the one, infallible, tested, 
scientific method of voice building. They 
are just a few of the thousands telling 
the same stories of success, in many 
cases, after all other methods of voice 
building had failed. 

Your voice has fascinating dormant pos- 
sibilities that you may not even realize. 


- The new book, Physical Voice-Culture will 


show you how to build up a superb voice 
by the development of muscles whose 
existence you never suspected. No mat- 
ter what condition your voice is in now, 
it can oe improved at least 100% or 
every cent of tuition will be cheerfully 
refunded without question when you 
have finished the course. 


: Just a few years ago, Bert Langtre’s voice 


Free 


was almost destroyed by catarrh and 
asthma. An impediment in his speech 
caused him untold embarrassment and 
suffering. Now he is singing in Grand 
Opera in California. “An unusual case,” 
you say. Not at all. He merely took 
advantage of the opportunity you are 
given here. 


Build up your voice the sim 
ural way by silent physi 

the privacy of your own home. The 
Physical Voice-Culture method is ideally 
adapted to home study. It is being taught 
as successfully by correspondence as by 
personal instruction. No one need know 
that you are studying until you have 
developed a strong, beautiful voice. 
When you are constantly urged to sing 
or speak at your church, at private re- 
ceptions or public functions—when you 
are the most popular person in your cir- 
cle of acquaintances, then you will know 
the rich rewards of Physical Voice-Culture, 


easy, nat- 
exercises 1n 


If You Can Pass These Tests You Can 


Develop a 


Superb Singing Voice 


1. on me open your mouth wide enough to insert 


ngers between your teeth? 
2. — you . vallow five times in succession? 
3. Holding your hand to your throat, can you 
the co! vibrate when you sing 


a 


e-e-e-€ : 
4. Can you hold your breath for 30 === 


seconds 
5. Are you Fe to sing or 
speak well? 
If you “yes” tothese ques- 
tions, you have a 
voice that can be develo 
ingly by PHYSICAL V ICE “CULTURE. 


Mail This Coupon 


Find out az once about the wonderful possi- 


bilities of your voice—possibilities that 


have never realized! Simply send coupon for 
FREE book. Read the astounding true stories 
This may be the 
turning point in your life. Mail coupon today. 


of what others have done. 


Perfect Voice Institute 


1922 Sunnyside Ave. Studio 20-67 Chicago, Ill. 


Q 


PERFECT VOICE INSTITUTE, Studio 20-67 
1922 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


Gentlemen: Send at once, free and without ob! 
tion, your beautifally illustrated book “Ph: 
Voice Culture” and full information ing your 
you home study method of voice building. It is under- 
stood that I do not have to pay a cent for this book, 
either now or later, and that I do not have toreturn it. 
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‘The Easy 


Road to 


a Beautiful Home 


Your home—is it as comfortable as you wish it? Is your furniture as 
attractive as your friends’? Don’t put off getting the beautiful things you 
have a right to own, simply because you believe you cannot afford them 
now. You can afford them now! And you will never miss 
the money. Mail coupon today and get the Spear Easy Pay- 


ment Plan. We trust you. 


This Book is the 
Store of a Million Satisfied Customers 


‘‘See Spear First’’ before you buy. Resolve today to furnish your 
home in the same easy way that millionsof others have, by taking 
advantage of the Spear dignified, confidential credit method. Thou- 
sands of our customers tell us that the Spear plan is the only way that 
has enabled them to acquire lovely furniture for their homes. 


30 Days’ FREE Trial 
More than a Year to Pay 
Just sign this coupon and this big book 
—Treasure House of Home Beautiful 
Ideas—will be sent you FREE. You 
will find it to be a revelation in low 
prices and quality furnishings. Every- 
thing on easy terms—many as low as 
$1 with order and more than a year to 

y. 30 days’ FREE trial in your own 
cee and a money back bond make it 
impossible for you to be dissatisfied 
with any purchase. No sale is a sale 
until our goods have proved satisfactory 
for 30 days in your own home. That's 
the Spear way of doing business. 


Many as Low as Only 
$1 With Order 


Now, then, mail the coupon—it takes 
but a minute—and you are on the road 
to a beautiful home. Here in this big 
book are 1500 real bargains. For the living 
room you have a choice of wonderful 
overstuffed suites and charming single 
pieces, all upholstered in up-to-date 


stylish materials. For the dining room 
there is a huge variety of the latest de- 
signs and finishes in buffets, tables, suites, 
ete. For the bed room a choice selection of 
beau tifulsuites and individual pieces. There 
are new ideas in kitchen furniture—cheerful, 
spick-and-span, and labor saVing. In floor 
coverings you havea wide selection of hand- 
some rugs, carpets and linoleums priced to 
save you money. You will find, too, in this 
great book a large display of lamps, stoves, 
silverware, dishes, sewing machines. musi- 
cal instruments, toys, porch furniture, cur- 
tains, draperies, andin fact, everything for 
the home—all on easy monthly payments. 


Unmatched Values at 
Unequaled Low Prices 


In no other catalog can you expect to find a 
wider or more beautiful collection of furni- 
ture. Nowhere else, wesincerely believe, can 
you get better termsor bigger bargains. We 
not only sell at rock bottom prices but “we 
trust you gladly.” Again, we urge you to 
send today for this book full of astounding 
values. Save money on the same plan that 
is saving money for millions of others. 


Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Dept. 8-803 


SPEAR & CO., Dept. S-803, Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Send me at once your new FREE book which tells 
all about the Easy Road to a Beautiful Home. This 
does not obligate me in any way. 


Name 


R.F.D., Box No. or Street and No. 


Many as low as? wits tr 
| All Easy P, fs 
on Easy Payments 
Gita, 
this 
| coupon 
»>Spearé Cosh... 
Home Furnishers to the People of America for 35 Years  iissessssssissenssunsesnsssencnensennennsnnnnsennssnsssnnsnncnensnsnsonl 
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e i e Nowhere is the life of a certain class of men and women more feverish, 
nowhere is the thirst for pleasure or gold more intense, than in Paris. 
Morals, belief, and even sentiment are shriveled up, as in a furnace, by the 

mad pace. Withthem 

love becomes only 

desire, and desire 


N the pavillion 
T’ amour, guarded by bloodhounds th ef 
in the walled O Cb 


Think of Reading these 1 garden of a house of mystery 


| Fascmating Volumes by 1+) Paris, belonging to a Spaniard, Don Hijos, Marquis de San Real, was a 
HONORE DE perfume-laden boudoir luxuriously furnished in 


. BALZAC white, rose, and gold; with roses everywhere. It & 
was a retreat from which no sound could escape; Ni 


| THE COLOSSUS OF LITERATURE 


one where even shrieks 
Cousin Tre Volumes would be of no more 


Prerre Grassou 


The Girl Wuh the Golden Eyes avail than in the 
Comune middle of the Sahara. 


History OF THE THIRTEEN 
Ferragus, Chief of the Devorants 
La Duchesse de Langeau 


| César Birorreau Here is the story of 


THe Civin Service The Girl with the Golden 


Gaudisart 


Eyes, a story of passion, 
SPLENDORS AND Miserigs jealousy, perfidy, and 


Twe Volumes 


Tre House of Nucincen vengeance never 


The Seovets of La Princesse de 


equalled in all liter- 
ature, reaches its cli- 
A Man of Busines: 4 
gy max. It is a strange 

Tue Petry Bourceors story of one of the 

Two Volumes . 

‘ many mysterious un- 
4700 Entrancing Pages by # dercurrents of life in 
The Master Novel:st of 
All Time Paris, but it is only one 

Your ser w far and away the ber’ Of OVer a score of infi- 
translauon there of Balzac 


Geoner W nite variety told in the 
bo ug this edition) famous 


De La Vie Paristenne 


The only version which contains all th The only English transl h . 
nly version which containg all that For the First Time Completely Translated into English piece wanslation, chat is 


n the original 


In SCENES OF PARISIAN LIFE Baxzac introduces us to a world pu'sating human nature. He painted men and women as vd found them and with a strength 
with life, in which the conflict for wealth and power, the quest for love and the and fearlessness unequalled by any other author. He has been called the anatomist 
pursuit of pleasure, the triumphs and the defeats of life, and every aspect of of passion and the vivisector of the human heart; he dared to penetrate into the arcana 
joy. sorrow, goodness, and sin are found. The great genius shows us a true of emotions almost too terrible for literature to touch, but he has done so as a serious 
picture of the life of Paris, hiding nothing, setting forth all with realistic fidelity to observer of human society. 
truth. No other writer has sounded so  aivenile the depths of the mysteries of 


If, sitting in your arm-chair, you could invite to your side this man who knew Paris better than any who ever 
lived, and listen to his enchanting tales of the life there, you would, of course, do so. Many others have. 


Well: do not think that this is a pleasure that only the rich may enjoy. He is at your command now, for you may have his wonderful tales, printed from the same plates 
as the original edition published at $165.00, for less than the cost of ordinary novels. Not to know Balzac’s novels is to confess oneself out of ae with the world. Readers 
who take up one of his stories for the first time are surprised to find how infinitely superior they are to anything they have ever read. Do you know them? If not, why not have 
a set sent to see for yourself? 
Stands alone. The Tribune, N. Y. One of the kings of thought. Balzac’s breadth, depth, strength, and Text is perfect and its illustrations 
Fhe N. Y. Herald. fearlessness. Atlantic Monthly. represent the best in modern French 
The supreme novelist. The Sun, N. Y. The greatest name in this century’s Balzac was more than moral. He was art. Will take its place as the standard 
literature. Encyclopaedia Britannica. religious. The Methodist Review. edition of the great French novelist, 
The most powerful novelist that ever The greatest novelist in the world. A monumental undertaking admirably Evening Transcript, Boston. 
lived. The N. Y. Times. International Encyclopaedia. executed, Public Ledger, Philadelphia. 


See These Enchanting Tales by the Man who Knew Paris 


These volimes, 84% x 544 x 1M inches, 4700 pages, exquisitely illustrated, are artistically bound, full gilt stamping. 


Pay for them at the rate of a few cents a day. 


| THE RITTENHOUSE PRESS, 
| Estab. 1873; 18 Medals and Diplomas, 
Rirrennouse Square, Philadelphia, Pa. 


You may send me for inspection, charges 
prepaid, the ll-volume set of SCENES OF 

| PARISIAN LIFE by Honore de Balzac, 
1 bound in black cloth. I will return the set in 
§ days or send you $1 as a first payment and 
$2 a month for 9 months. Canada add one 
$2 payment. Foreign $21 cash with order. 

| S.S.-10-26 
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Prepare at home for 
a well-paid drafting job 


EFORE you put your time and money into any kind of train- 

ing, make sure there are plenty jobs to be had when you're 
ready for them. That’s why men go into Drafting. 70,000 jobs ad- 
vertised in 12 months, Big salaries. Fascinating, easy work. 
short hours and unlimited opportunities for advancement to 
executive positions. Here’s “white collar work” that con- 
trols all building, manufacturing, public works. Called the 
Ideal Profession for Men because it offers the greatest op- 
portunities for success. 


Drafting Made 
Easy for You 


We have developed a new, 
one-step -at-a-time method 
which makes Drafting prin- 
ciples easy to understand. 
Even men with only com- 
mon schooling make rapid 


Draftsmen 
SPECIALIZE 


The big money in Drafting 
goes to men who specialize 
in Machine Design, or Elec- 
trical Drafting, or Architec- 
tural Drafting, or Structural, 
or Automotive. It isn’t 
enough merely to know gen- 


Gomotote Protessional Outfit Given 
ee standard instruments, board, 
table, triangles, T Square, ink, pro- 
tractor, etc., given without charge, 


progress with this instruc- 
tion. Right from the very 
beginning you do actual 
Drafting room jobs. And by 
a wonderful new system you 
learn without copying, you 
see why every step is done, 
and so you become a Drafts- 
man, not a tracer. 


eral Drafting practice. You 
must know how to calculate 
and design and plan original work 
to fill the kind of Drafting posi- 
tion that pays $60 to $125 a 
week. The American School, for 
29 years a leading institution 
teaching Engineering by home- 
study methods, now Includes this 
specialized training in the com- 
plete Drafting course. 


will make 
this contract 
with you 
for | 
u enroll for 
We in 
DRAFTING, I agree to 
give you: 


1. Complete instruction by 
my new practice method. 


2. Costly professional outfit 
shown above. 


3.I WILL HELP YOU 

GET A GOOD JOB 

AND A RAISE IN 
PAY— 

4. Or I'll re- 
fund every 
centof your 
money. 


O. C. MILLER 
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Training 
Backed With 
Nation-wide 


Free Job Service 


The American School now offers 
its students and graduates, with- 
out cost, the services of an effi- 
‘cient Employment Department 
which keeps in touch with the 
employers of Draftsmen all over 
the United States. We have placed hundreds of men in good 
Drafting positions. The demand for Draftsmen in all lines at 
all times exceeds the supply. This is the work to get into. I 
will show you how, and help you make a success of it. Real 
Draftsmen go quickly to the top with the backing of this mil- 
lion-dollar Institution. 


No-Profit Price 


Easy Terms 
This wonderful, more com- 
plete, simplified, rapid, up- 
to-date instruction in Dra 
ing offered at very low tui 
tion, easily within reach of 
the untrained man who 
needs it. Small monthly pay- 
ments make it easy for vou 
to prepare for a fine Draft- 
ing position at a big increase 
over your present salary: 


Look into this opportunity. Get my free 
book, Job and Raise offer quick! Let me 
show you how to turn part of your spare 
time into real training and for a real job 


Mail this coupon for my amazing offer! 
©. C. MILLER, Director of Extension Work 
American School, Dept. D-72 
and 58th Street, Chicago 
Please send me Free Prafting Book, Job 
and Raise offer and complete information 
about preparing for a fine Drafting Job at 
home in spare time. 


51, Drexel Ave. 
Director of Extension Work 


American School 
Dept. D-7251 
Drexel Ave. and 58th St. 
CHICAGO 


| Savage 


LAUGHS 


From 
SMART SET Readers 


H. W., 
St. Louis, Mo. 


|“@ HALL I bring in some lunches,” asked 


the court attendant of the jury that 
had been deliberating for many hours. 
{ answered the foreman with a 
“Eleven lunches and one 


es,” 

gTOW 4 

bale of hay.” 


M. H., 


Lanonia, Ga. 


principal frowned 
over his at the two girlish 
figures before him. They must be twins 
—they looked alike, acted alike, dressed 
alike. Each had bobbed hair, and each 
was dressed in a pink crepe frock that 
reached—not quite to the knees. 

“And what is your name” he asked, in- 
dicating the child on the left. As she 
spoke, he slowly wrote it down. “And 
what is you twin sister's name,” he asked, 

“Sir,” the second answered in a husky 
am this child’s mother.” 


Sc hool 


glasse 


HE stern 


voice, 
* 


J. B. W,, 
Ardmore, Okla. 
- O ANGELS have wings, Mother?” 
“Yes, darling.” 
“Can they fly?” 
“Yes, dear.” 
“Then when is nurse going to fly, ‘cause 
Daddy called her an angel last night?” 
“Tomorrow, darling.” 


* * * 


J. W., 
Ogden, Utah. 
“There's a man outside who 
7 wants to know if any of the patients 
have escaped lately.” 

Doctor of Insane Asylum—“‘Why does 
he ask?” 

Nurse—“He says somebody has run off 
with his wife.” 


* 


Norwalk, Conn. 
OROTHY had been praying each eve- 
ning for a baby sister. The other 
evening her mother, while reading the 
paper exclaimed: “JI see Mrs. Smith has 
a little daughter.” 
Dorothy looked up from her book to 
ask, “How do you know that, Mother?” 
“It says so in the paper, dear.” 
“Read it to me.” 
Her mother read, “Born on February 
9th, to Mr. and Mrs. Smith, a daughter.” 
Dorothy thought a moment and then 
said, “I know what I’m going to do. I'm 
going to stop praying and begin to ad- 
vertise.” 
* * * 
V. B., 
Isanti, Minn. 
H'c# School Teacher: What do you 
suppose Raleigh said to Queen Eliza- 
beth when he laid his cloak across the 
mud-puddle for her to walk on? 3 
Bright Soph: Probably, “Step on it, 
kid.” 
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We Will Send You This Gen- 
uine Guaranteed Underwood 


4 For 10 Days’ Trial 


—If You Mail the Coupon Now! 


Great 
. Everywhere it goes, it gladdens the heart and lightens 
No. Ss ® the task of its operator. It is a genuine Underwood, 
the most popular model, famous the world over for its speed and 
Underwood _perfect work. Has the standard keyboard and every late operating con- 
venience and improvement. After trial you will readily understand why many 
thousands prefer this great typewriter above all other makes. Many money and time-saving 

features make it the easiest machine for beginners to operate. 


Like New—Good as New— Without a Flaw 


Simply send the coupon—we will send this typewriter. If you decide to keep it—send us $3.00 within 10 
days and $5.00 a month until our low price of $60.00 is paid. This machine costs new $107.50 on installments. 
We save you $47.50. (Cash price $54.00.) You must be entirely satisfied in every way that this is the great- 
est machine at the lowest price ever offered before deciding to keep it. Accept this low price—easy terms 
offer now. We may not be able to make this great money-saving offer again. 


Young Process Re-Manufactured Guaranteed Five Years 


A mechanically perfect operating typewriter. Every type- Perfect machines, because of Young Pro- 

\. writer is completely torn down, cleaned thoroughly by our cess of Re-manufacturing. You can’t 
. Special process; hand-brush enameled, baked in our ovens; imagine the perfection of this beautiful re- 

* quality nickel-plated; all worn parts replaced with new; manufactured typewriter until you have 
entire machine assembled, adjusted and per- _seenit, used it. It will sell itself. You won’t 

fectly aligned by specialized experts, goodas ~ want to part with it because we are sure 

new in appearance, service, workmanship. you cannot equal this wonderful value. 


- TRY BEFORE YOU BUY- — Free Trial Coupon 


YOUNG TYPEWRITER CO. 
Special for Beginners Randolph St. 
pt — icago, 
Send No Money Complete Course in FREE! Md Ship me the Underwood 5 and Free Course in 
Touch Typewriting Touch Type b. Chicago for 10 days’ 
he supply at this price is limited, so Complete Course inTouchTypewriting @ , ‘rial (Op artiva deposit $3 with express 
agent. If I decide to keep it, I will send you $5 
don’t delay — the typewriter will be ship- and operating instructions sent free 4@ monthly thereafter until the telance of $07.00 te 
ped promptly. We employ no solicitors of charge with each machine. You e paid. Title to remain in your name until then. Other- 
-no collectors—no chattel mortgage. can learn in a few minutes all .@ | We! will return it within 10 days to the express agent 
We are sure you cannot equal this won- you need to know to operate Ps who will refund my $3. 
derful value. Send no money. Place the the Underwood. © KN 
coupon in the mails today—sure. 


Pg Address ... 


Young Typewriter 
654 W. Randolph St., Dept. 263-A Chicago, occupation Pmployer 
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Are No 
Clothes For Fat Women! 


But Why Be Fat? 


Thousands of fat women who shopped in 
vain for smart clothes have solved their prob- 
lems by reducing with O. B. C. T. 

“I reduced 25 pounds with four boxes of O. B. 
Ban writes Mrs. C. J., Ul, and Mrs. E. B., 
Mo., says : “Kindly send me another box. I lost seven 
pounds and feel better than ever in my life.’ 

Each day brings several such testimonials, be- 
cause O. B. C. T. is a reliable, safe, quick, fat re- 
ducer. No exercise or diet. Made under the super- 
vision of licensed physician. 


Write Today for Two 
Weeks’ Treatment 


Send no money. Just write letter for trial treat- 
ment. Pay postman $1.50 when package arrives. 
We guarantee that you will positively lose weight 
on first box, or we will refund your money. Two 
weeks’ treatment will convince you that O. B. C. T. 
is the most wonderful fat reducer ever prescribed. 
Write today. Start reducing right away. 


Notice: — Until all drug stores have been supplied we will 
ship O. B.C. T. (Obesity) direct. 


O. B. C.T. LABORATORY 


4016 Lincoln Ave., Dept. 77, Chicago, LULS 


Crzetal Gazing Balls 


illustrated trea- 


An interesting 


tise on the amazing phenomena 
f crystal gazing, together with 
prices f balis and lists of 
books on psychic phenomena, will 


be forwarded to any address for 
charee will be re- 
funded on any purchase 


West Quartz Co., Box 501-D, Rochester, N.Y. 


WRIST WATCH 
4 DIAMONDS 
4 SAPPHIRES 

FRG— Special lady 

wrist watch; solid | i4 Kt white 

hand engraved case set 
mune diamonds 

Sapphires; 


= +3975 


FRT — Newest design 
lady's 18 Kt, solid w ite 


| 40 DAYS FREE TRIAL 


Pin only $1 to your order, and 
reel 


trial pay 
monthly as Satisfaction 
@uaran your money 


FREE, Gems" 

“'Royat 
FRO — Exquisite dinner 

Thousands of I values in 

waite | dlamon watehes and 

illustrated. Your copy 

ediately on request. 

ne interest, no extras 


ROYAL \AMOND WATCH co. 


ADDRESS DEPT 1663 !70 BROADWAY NY 


More Laughs 


from 


SMART SET Readers . 
[Continued from page 12] 


sutler, Pa. 


OCTOR: “Congratulations, Governor, 


You're the father of triplets.” 
Governor—I demand a recount, 
* * * * * 
Roebuck, S. C. 
A LITTLE girl who was trying to tel] 
friend how absent minded her 
grandpa was said, “He walks around 
thinking of nothing and when he remem- 
bers it he forgets that what he thought of 
entirely different from 


was something 

what he wanted to remember.” 
* * * 

E. V., 

Ogden, Utah. 


A FRIENDLY argument arose between 
two young chaplains of different de- 
nominations, in which the senior chaplain 
rather cleverly got the better of his op- 
ponent. 

“Let us bury the hatchet, my brother,” 
he said. “After all, we are both doing the 
Lord’s work, are we not?” 

“We certainly are,” replied the junior 
chaplain, quite disarmed. 

“Let us then,” said the senior, “do it 
to the best of our ability, you in your way 
and I in His.” 

* * 
F. 
Rosslyn, "Va. 
AT was sitting on a keg of dynamite 
smoking a pipe when suddenly the 
whole thing blew up. After the explosion 
Mike found Pat searching for something. 
“What are you looking for, Pat?” 
“Me hand, begorra. It had me pipe 
in it.” 


N. G., 
Lake Crystal, Minn. 

HE tramp: Kind lady, I ain’t one of 

them what’s seen better days. I ain't 
‘ad no better days. I’ve bin neglected 
right from the start—bein’ born in a little 
attic in London while me parents was 
down at Soutend enjoying theirselves. 


* * * * 


H. H., 
Maywood, Cali. 
ATHER (at supper table) —Well, Dick, 
how did you get on at school today? 
Dick—Father, one of my books says that 
conversation at meals should be of a pleas- 
ant character. Let’s talk about something 
else. 


J. M.R,, 
Zephyrhills, Fla. 
HE first time she was ever kissed, 
Somewhat confused, it nearly missed; 
Since then that kiss has been rehearsed 
Until each thinks he is the first. 
* * * * 


* * * * * 


x. 
Springfield, Mass. 
T A dinner-party an elderly lady, of 
very prim and severe aspect, was 
seated next to a young couple who were 
discussing the merits of their motor cars. 
“What color is your body?” the young 
man asked the girl. 
“Oh, mine is pink. What is yours ?” 
“Mine’s brown, with yellow stripes.” 
This was too much for the old lady. 
Rising from the table, she exclaimed: “I 
really must be excused. When young peo- 
ple ask each other the color of their bodies 
at a dinner-party, it is time I left. 
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8B. W. COOKE 
CHICAGO 


Use Scissors NOW 
for this Amazing 


AUTO 
FREE 


BOOK 


If you're earning a cent less than 
75 a week, get this Free Book 
now! See the militon amazing op- 

ortunities for Quick Raises in 

‘ay in Automotive Field. See how 
Ernest E. Tucker, Cotton, Minn., 
jumped from low pay to $275 ina 
week—in only three months! 
See what you can do. 


Tiltrain Coupon brings full 
details of my won- 
you derful 6 Outfits 

Offer. Includes 
A Don't sell Tools, Tool 


your time for low ag, Portable 

pay! You don't need Electrical Test 

to with B. W. Cooke Bench, Radio 

“Job-Way” Training. Get my Free Receiving Set, 
Book. Find out how you can be- 
come a Big Pay man in amazingly 
uick time! Keep your present 


303 Wiring Dia- 
ram Charts, 
gnition and 

job. Stay home. You don't have 

to leave your doorstep. Master 

every Branch of Auto Work right 


Socket Wrench 
Sets, and Tire 
tn your own home. See how I train 


Repair Outfit- 
also Automotive 


ou QUICKLY and EASILY to agazine — ali 
BOSS the job, or GO INTO FREE of Extra 
BUSINESS where Big Pay comes oe Send for 


QUICK—and up to $10,000 a 
year can easily be made! 


The 
World's BIGGEST BUSINESS 


Get 4 Giegatic Auto Business! 77 NEEDS YOU! 

Think of it- Thousand Million Dollars paid to Auto 
Men every =m for upkeep alone! That's why there 
are so many Tremendous Opportunities for Big Raises 
tn Pay QUICK for the trained Auto Man—oppor- 
tunities waiting for YOU! If you want to boost your 
pay QUICK, clip coupon now. Common schooling all 
you need. I help you do it. I give you Lifetime Em- 
ployment Service—Lifetime Consultation Service too! 


Make Money QUICK 


Get the Send for thie am asing Free Book rohit 
FACTS! wow! See how hundreds of men are 
esting their salaries, making Big extra 
Don't wait. See etime money and getting into 
aur cK art Money-Making Businesses of their own 
RAIS SE in —NOT IN YEARS—but almost right from 

TODAY ad the oa in » FEW SHORT WEEK 

iN NOW OR MONTHS! 
B. W. COOKE 
ENGINEER 


CHICAGO MOTOR TRAINING CORP 
1916 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 737, Chicago 


rats J OBWAY COUPON 


THIS 


B. W. COOKE, Directing Engineer, 
Chicago Motor Training Corporation, 
1916 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago, Ill. 

Send me FREE Auto Book and proof that I can 
become an Auto Expert at home in spare time. A!s0 
send your 6 Outfits Offer. It is understood that this 
obligates me in no way. 


Dept. 737 
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A Handsome Piece of 

Living Room Furniture 

by Day—A Comfortable 
Double Bed by Night 


Velour Bed Davenport Suite 


—take more than a year to pay 

Save for this luxurious 3 Piece Over- 
atleast) stuffed Velour Suite! An extra 
$50 special Spear Value. The hand- 


some massive davenport—an 


Send for This 


This book is filled from cover 
to cover with household trea- 
sures—bargains all of them— 
all sold on easy payments— 
sent on 30 days’ FREE trial 
—every purchase backed by a 
gold bond guarantee. There 
are wonderful bargains in 
furniture, carpets, curtains, 
stoves and everything for the 
home. Sent to you without 
obligation to buy. Mail coupon 
today. 


set in the seat, the other in the bed section. 


comfortable as any bed. 


quality. They are 32% inches over-all. 


Rich Luxurious Appearance 


The Davenport is especially desirable for moderate sized homes. 


When closed it takes up only 66 inches of wall space; yet when . : 
opened, it makes a comfortable bed for two people. Easy to Here's the extra bedroom you have always desired. With this 
handsome Suite in your living room you can provide comfort- 


Bi FREE Book operate—opens with one effortless motion. You do not sleep on 
4 the upholstery but on a separate and comfortable bed spring 
built into the davenport. There are two sets of springs; one 


These three overstuffed pieces are not only extra large and 


attractive piece of living room 
furniture by day—quickly and 
easily becomes a full size double 
bed by night. Just like adding 
an extra room to your house. 


ONLY ‘5 WITH ORDER—More Than a Year to Pay 


An Extra Bedroom 


able sleeping accommodations for visitors whom you could not 
entertain before. 

Now, then, let us send these three pieces to you at our risk, to 
use as your own in your home for 30 days. If you are not fully 


Nor do you have to carry bedding from another room. Bedding 7 - ; 
remains in place inside, when Davenport is closed. Sizeof open Convinced that you save $50 or, if for any reason your satisfac- 
bed is 72 x 48 inches. It is large enough for two people and as 


tion is not complete, you may return the Suite. The trial will 
not cost youa penny. Order No. WA 4360. Extra 


Arm Rocker and Arm Chair are massive, roomy and comfort- ad ayy par Nand 
able and match the Davenport in rich appearance and high der, $7 monthly. . 


President? 


§ SPEAR & CO., Dept. $804, Pittsburgh, Pa. 


e at once 3 Piece Overstuffed Velour Bed Davenport Suite as described 
nt. It ia understood that if at the end of 30 s” 
A 4360. Price 


sturdy, massive frames are built of enduring hardwood, air- 
seasoned and kiln-dried. All visible parts are finished in rich 
mahogany. The pieces are well padded with sanitary resilient 
upholstery materials and are covered with beautiful, two-tone 
taupe and blue, figured velour. You will search far and wait 
long to match their value. All seats are “‘non-sag"’ construc- 
tion with oil tempered coil spring supports. Every detail of 
material, craftsmanship and design stamps this a suite of out- 
standing merit that will last for years. 


Home Furnishers to the People of America for 35 Years 
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Thestartofcolds—orworse! 


systematic, daily use of Listerine, the safe 


OST colds start in the “‘soft palate”’ 
of the throat and in the nose—both 
closely related to each other. 


Various forms of bacteria—some more 
dangerous than others—cause the trouble. 


These bacteria are, of course, always pres- 
ent in the nose and throat: millions of 
them. And upon how successful the human 
system is in fighting them off, depends their 
success or failure in causing disease. 


That first dry hitch on swallowing is 


your throat’s way of saying “Look out, 


Danger ahead: the bacteria are 
getting the upper hand!” 


A most wise precaution is the 


or 


antiseptic. The antiseptic that, without 
danger to the delicate membranes of the 
throat, will nip infections in the bud and 
thus ward off sore throat and the many 
more serious ills that so often follow. 


Be on the safe side during sore throat 
days. Use Listerine regularly as a mouth 
wash and gargle. Also, then, you will be 
on the polite side with regard to that 

insidious condition, halitosis 
(unpleasant breath). 


Lambert Pharmacal Company, 
St. Louis, U. S. A. 
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One Love 


ELL me, love, 

Why do you turn away Ww 
When I look into your eyes? SV EET, I'm glad 'twas my heart 
Is it that you fear to read that God broke 
The sweet surprise And let your dear heart be. 
That my eyes For only hearts that break can know 
Tell? That Love—is pain. 

But, oh, how wonderful to me! 


ul 

SINCE I met you the days ZOE ALVAREZ 
Are sad 

The trees are hushed 

Aud life, and song, are still 

Since I metyou.. . 

And I had always dreamed 

That Love was glad! 


4 
+ 
i. 
J 
% ~ 4 


First of Six LOVE EPISODES 
in the Life of a Beautiful Woman 


OU may see me at Deauville or Newport or Palm Beach. Wherever it is I shall 

) be perfectly dressed, surrounded by men, courted and admired. If I were to reveal 
my name I could not tell all the truth. To be candid one must be anonymous. 

I have told the truth that young girls who read this may face life undeceived. I, the 
April of this confession, have been kissed by many men, but they have never hurt my soul. 
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Have 


cA (Country Girl 


at Seventeen 


N A breathless morning of late 

July, I sat on the edge of a 

counter in the dress department of 
father’s shop, clasping one knee with slen- 
der hands, and gazed dreamily at the pink 
organdy frock in the window. 

Nothing stirred. The children had clattered 
by on their way to a picnic; the hum of a 
passing car died away into the distance. Sun- 
light changed the street into a magician’s dream 
of gold and gray; not a leaf fluttered on any 
tree and the lazy call of birds came softly as 
the cooing of a bride. 

With a sigh almost of agony, I slipped down 
to the floor and: stood listening to the silence. 
Little aching thrills of lovely pain ran through 
my veins; cravings I barely understood, yet 
longed to satisfy, tore at my heart. I only 
knew I was seventeen, and a whole beautiful 
world lay laughing in the sun. 

[ paused for a moment, a slight, fair-haired creature, 
with the short, straight nose and tender,* provocative 
mouth that send an instant wave of desire through four 
men in every five. Then I erossed the worn oak floor 
and climbed into the window, lifting a short flight of 
steps after me. At any rate I could fondle the pink 
frock, dream over it, arrange its soft organdy lines to 
better advantage. 

As I stood gazing, Dick Gray came out of his father’s 
grocery opposite with all the bustle and importance of 
the smart young salesman, to criticize his own window- 
dressing. 

I hesitated. My calculating glance took in his round, 
boyish face with its already purposeful mouth. I missed 
no detail of his appearance—the smooth, carefully-oiled 
hair, the smart green tie, the snowy apron fastened at 
the back with one of those heart-shaped pins all grocers 
seem to wear. I knew Dick Gray by heart; I recognized 
success in every line of him. <a 

I saw him as in a vision piling up capital slowly and 
surely, coaxing business away from other people. There 
was not much romance in all his body and soul, but Mrs. 
Dick Gray would always be an enviable person. Her 
position would be sound and prosperous, her children fat 
and healthy, her husband looked up to with approval. 
And I knew I interested Dick, and I knew Dick’s wife 
would always live in the same small town and be re- 
spectable and domestic. On the other hand, Dick’s wife 
would never be poor. 

From the expression of his back I felt he was aware Very early in the morning I went down and took the frock 
of me. He would be too proud to turn round—yet. that I knew Dick Gray would admire. 
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Without looking at him | stood upon the lowest step of 
the flight and put my right foot on the next step but one 
higher. Reaching up to the rail on which it hung, | be- 
gan slowly to re-drape the pink frock. The pose, grace- 
ful, kind to every line of my slight figure, showed my 
right leg to above the knee and the least hint of my 
knickers. 

Dick Gray turned immediately. For a second I held 
the pose. Then, glancing across the street, I met his 
eyes ; immediately | drew up the left foot to the right, 
sat on the top step and pulled down my short skirt with 
a gesture every girl knows. It was at once modest and 
reproving. I smiled in answer to the wave of Dick's 
hand; then gathering the pink frock in my arms, | ran 
down the steps into the shop out of sight. For some 
reason my eyes danced as they had not danced previously. 

Into the shop on slow, unenthusiastic feet, listless with 
treading a path they never chose of their own free will, 
came mother. She was only thirty-seven but she might 
just as well have been fifty or five hundred. For all the 
reality in her life she was a dead woman. She had 
ceased to feel and become a machine. Young girls might 
well shudder when she passed by. She reminded you 
not so much of the ashes of a dead love as of the rotting 
wood, the decayed paper and the damp coal of a fire laid 
long ago in an empty house and never lighted. 

“We're out of baking powder,” she said. “You might 
run across to Gray's and get some. Your father won't 
like it if 1 don’t make a tart out of those plums.” 

“All right, mother,” I replied, half reluctantly. Out 
of habit I patted my hair and smoothed the collar of my 
frock with instinctive touches. Mother watched grimly. 

“You're at the silly age still,” she commented. “I 

‘don’t know why you think such a lot of your looks. 
Looks won't help you much. They don’t last long and 
they only bring trouble while they do.”’ 


FLED out of the shop with a longing to put my 
fingers in my ears. I told myself mother was old and 
quite wrong, with a horrible fear that she must be right. 
Mother was married, tired, finished. But, of course, 
nowadays things were different. 

I passed Dick, still intent on his window. Within, old 
Mr. Gray leaned forward over the counter and leered 
at me. He seemed rather ridiculous as old men do when 
they strut for the benefit of young girls. 

“And what can we do for you this beautiful morn- 
ing?” he asked playfully, his moist underlip thrust a 
little forward. “Pretty a picture as ever, Miss April, 
breaking all the young fellows’ hearts—and the old 
ones’ too. I'll warrant my rascal of a son'll be dancing 
attendance in a minute—trying to cut out his old father.” 

“You are dreadful, Mr. Gray,” I murmured knowing 
that was the sort of answer he wanted. “Mother wants 
some baking powder, please. I’m sure Dick never even 
troubles to look at me.” 

As a matter of fact, I had felt his eyes all over my 
back, while he was peering through the window. 

Old Mr. Gray hastened, smirking, to serve me. He 
put the package on the counter as though it were a dia- 
mond necklace. His greedy old eyes devoured my slen- 
der beauty so openly that he would have annoyed me 
if I had been less amused. These ancient flirts always 
made me laugh. I was too innocent then to recognize 
the sinister side of them. 

On the way back Dick stood in my path. 

“Good morning,’ he said meaningly. 

“Good morning,” I replied, looking straight at him 
and then lowering my eyelids. 

“You don’t take much notice of a chap these days.” 
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As Mr. Gray opened the door he started back in affected 


He was, as usual, rather the sultan casting favor on a 
pretty favorite. 

“[ don’t know what you mean. | haven't been rude, 
have I? Not that it would matter to you if I were, | 
expect, would it?” 

For a second | smiled into his irresolute eyes. Then, 
with a flutter of slim silk legs, | was gone. As I entered 
father’s shop, drab and repellent even in the July sun- 
shine, I smiled again. Yet again that morning the vic- 
torious thrill ran in my blood. It was a season for 
kisses, and, there being no one in the wide world to kiss, 
I stooped and laid my lips lovingly against the breast of 
the pink organdy frock. 

All the morning I measured yards of material and pre- 
tended interest in other people’s clothes with increasing 


horror at sight of Dick and me, clearly silhouetted in the moonlight. 


boredom. The sunlight had got into my bones ; I wanted 
to play, to laugh, to be admired. Instead I endured the 
faint stuffy smell of the shop and had my dreams dark- 
ened by its gloom. Midday dinner only added to my 
depression. 

Helping tired, resigned mother to dish up, I hated my 
world with bitter hatred. I loathed the dreary room 
behind the shop, the stained table-cloth, the odd, cracked 
crockery, the black-handJed steel forks. I hated the sub- 
dued quarrelling and scuffling of my twelve-year-old 
brother and my two younger sisters. I hated the boiled 
rabbit ; father, elderly, stout, cold, maddened me with his 
coarse table manners and a certain sanctimonious air. 

“George,” he commanded, tucking a table napkin into 
his collar, “stop your noise and ask the blessing.” 


The children bowed their heads in outward reverence, 
while George gabbled a grace. Mother helped every one 
to the steaming rabbit. An odor of onion filled the room. 
We ate in silence, cowed by the austere severity of 
father. Conjuring up mentally a long sequence of sim- 
ilar meals past and meals to come, | felt a pitiful long- 
ing to scream. I wanted a little joy so badly. Des- 
perately I resolved to make a heroic effort. 

When the children had scurried out I approached the 
silent figure of father bent over his newspaper. 

“Father—” I began. 

He looked up coldly over his glasses, out of a hard- 
lined, unsympathetic face. 

“Well?” 


[ twisted nervous hands, moving [Turn to page 128] 
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Blameless Life 


By 


NYBODY in the United States is 
liable to be blackmailed any time! 

That goes for you, whoever you 
are, reading this. I don’t care how blame 
less your life may be, how consistently ex- 
emplary your conduct, how clear your con- 
science, nor how spotless your reputation 
if you've got anything that crooks want, 
you are liable to know the stunning terror 
of blackmail. 

lf you are good you are liable to be black- 
mailed. If you are bad you are liable to be 
blackmailed. If you are even moderately 
well-to-do you are more liable to be black- 
mailed than to be killed or even injured by 
an automobile. You are more liable to be 
blackmailed than you are to be robbed by 
holdups, burglars, confidence men or in any 
other way. You are more liable to be black- 
mailed than you are to suffer loss from fire. 
If your circle of acquaintances is of normal 
dimension, the betting is better than even 
that at least one of your friends is a black- 
mail victim. You don’t know it, of course, 
for blackmail is one ill concerning which 
even close friends are not discursive. And 
blackmail is a crime in which, almost al 
ways, a woman figures as a prominent ac 
complice. 

You think the above is an overstatement 
of the case? Then get this: At least ninety 
per cent of the breach of promise cases 
brought in the Supreme Court of New 
York County are pure blackmail action! 
The man who says that is Judge John T. 
McIntyre. He is dean of the judges of the 
famous court of General Sessions in New 
York, and he ought to know. 

Ninety per cent blackmail! Figure then 
how large a percentage of threatened breach 
of promise suits are settled before they be- 
come a matter of court record. Yet 
ninety per cent of those that do get into the 
courts, those in which threats have failed, 
are blackmail! Quite a _ business, this 
“Scare ‘em and take it” game, eh? 

The shadow of a woman always stalks you when the blackmailing gang, If you still have any doubts, learn further 
of which she is a member, prepares to strike. that there are more than a thousand crooked 
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Are After YOU! 


ls Safeguard 


lawyers in New York City who make their living from 
blackmail! Now an average going lawyer should serve a 
minimum of ten clients during the course of a year. Fig- 
uring on that basis the answer is thore than ten thousand 
terrorized men and women in New York annually. 

You feel perhaps, that this is of no direct personal 
interest to you? You are immune from blackmail at- 
tack? Yes? You are a man of family with a 
good record? You have never done anything of 
which you need be ashamed? Got a good job, or 
a prosperous business, as the case may be? A 
host of loyal friends? Unassailable reputation? 
Everything rosy? My, oh, my! What a beauti- 
ful goose you are for 
the plucking fingers 
of a blackmailer and 
his woman accom- 
plice. 

You are sitting at 
your desk some pleas- 
ant morning going 
through your mail. A 
card is brought in. 
You look at it and 
frown. It bears the 
name of an attorney 
and you recognize 
that the man is a 
shyster if there ever 
was one! 

“What's it about?” 
you ask irritably. 

“He wouldn't say,” 
your office boy an- 
swers. “He jus’ says 
to tell you it’s impor- 
tant an’ confidential.” 

You sigh and shrug. 

“All right,” you say 
resignedly, “send him 
in 


The lawyer comes 
in smiling. He's al- 
ways smiling. 

“What is it?” you Terror grips you and innocence 
ask shortly. “Make it cannot save you from a deadly 
snappy, I’m busy.” chill when the blackmailer 

“I’m afraid I’ve attacks you. 


startling Exposure 
of the Most Vicious 
(rime ‘Ring in -America 


got bad news for you,” he says. “A client of mine is 
naming you as co-respondent !” 

Your heart misses a beat or two and then starts ham- 
mering hard and fast. You find your voice is husky 
when you ask the name of the man bringing the charge. 

“His name is T. Joel Blagden,” the lawyer answers. 

“Blagden!”” you exclaim. “Why, I don’t even know 
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any one by that name! Never even heard of the fellow.” 
“No?” says the lawyer with an insulting inflection. 
“Well, anyhow, | thought I'd call and let you know 
about it before I file suit and let the thing out into the 
newspapers. Nasty business for a man like you to be 
mixed up in this sort of thing! I know it would hurt 
you in a lot of ways, and, of course, | hate to see you 
get into such trouble if there’s any way to avoid it. I'm 
not sure, but | think there's just a chance Blagden might 
he called off if he were properly approached.” 
Blackmail! So that’s it. Perhaps you go berserk 
and throw the slimy lawyer out on his ear. But how- 
ever righteous your rage may be, when it fades out of 
your being, you find terror still chilling your very bones. 
“He won't go through with it!” you tell yourself, as you 
lie sleepless in your bed that night. “He has absolutely 
nothing on which to base a case.” You don’t even know 


the woman with whom he links your name! 

In the morning you call up the crooked lawyer and 
The price depends on the size of your 
You've been 


deal with him. 
bankroll and the degree of your. fear. 
blackmailed! You haven't 
done anything wrong, but 
you've been held up _ by 
threat of disgrace and robbed 
by the shadow of a woman, 
just as brutally and directly 
as though some one had 
stuck a gun in your ribs on 
a dark street and gone 
through your pockets. 

You think you wouldn't 
yield under that sort of pres- 
sure. As capable and cour- 
ageous a man as Charles M. 
Schwab would have yielded 
had he had his own way. 

The name of the woman 
in that case is Myrtle Bow- 
man Hayes. Her present 
address, due to a miscalcu- 
lation on her part, is Auburn 
Prison, New York State. 
Judge McIntyre staked her 
to a long vacation there when 
she was found guilty a 
year ago of forging Mr. 
Schwab’s name to various 
notes, totaling many thou- 
sands of dollars. 

Had the matter been left 
to Mr. Schawb, she might 
have been at large today and 
working at her trade. He 
did not want the case pressed 
but the discount companies 
who held the forged notes, 
Judge McIntyre and District 
Attorney Joab H. Banton in- 
sisted. The defense was of 
such kind and character, that 
Judge MelIntyre refused to 
allow it to become a_ public 
document. That; of course, 
gummed the works, so to speak, for publicity is the gun 
with which a blackmailer shoots, and, if that be taken 
from him, he is disarmed. It was Schwab’s good luck 


“Don't try to buy silence. 


that Judge McIntyre knew all the blackmail tricks and 
frustrated all that were tried in the Hayes case. When 
it became apparent that it was impossible to put anything 
over on Judge McIntyre, Mrs. Hayes changed her plea 
to guilty and was sentenced. 


If You are Blaclmailed— Fight! 


Joab H. Banton, District Attorney of New York, warns, 
Tell the District Attorney; he 


will protect you.” 


Vicious charges are workaday materials to the busy 
blackmailer. Mr. Schwab was innocent, of course, but 
even so he did not want his name soiled by contact with 
vile allegations. The type of lawyers who deal in black- 
mail depend upon their victims feeling that way about 
it and usually their reliance is justified. 


The blackmail bait of today is a woman. In the 
realm of extortion she is supreme. The crime could not 
flourish without her. A modern blackmailer, working 


without a woman, is equivalent in futile absurdity to a 
big game hunter trailing his quarry through the jungle 
without a weapon. 

Women of many social classes are osed. | happen to 
have personal knowledge of a blackmai; job done by a 
man and wife, both socially prominent in a mid-western 
university city. They were earnest church workers, and 
active in all the local civic betterment and general up 
lift movements. They were both natives of the place. So 
far as I know, they still live there, socially prominent, de- 
vout, identified with all the activities of the “Better 
Element” of the place and full of civic pride 

Their victim is dead. They 

; got his money. He was the 

husband’s elder brother. The 

wife played the customary 

role. Perhaps a half-dozen 

people in the world know 

the story in full. They keep 

still for various reasons. The 

blackmailers got away with 
that job. 

As I write | recall an at- 
tempt made on an artist 
friend of mine in New York 
some years ago. He worked 
in one of a number of stu- 
dios in a rambling barn of a 
place in Greenwich village 
He was busy before his easel 
one morning when some one 
knocked. 

“Come in,” 
his shoulder. 

The door was pushed open 
and three little girls entered. 
They were between the ages 


he called over 


of nine and thirteen and 
poorly dressed. 
“D'ye want any models. 


Mister?” one of them asked 
in the nasal singsong of the 
New York street urchin try- 
ing to wheedle a stranger 

“No,” said the painter 
grufily. “Beat it!” 

“Can we look at the pic- 
tures for a minute, Mister > 

“Oh, all right,” said the 
painter irritably. “look 
around, but keep your hands 
off things. 

He went on painting for 
several minutes, completely 
absorbed in his work, for- 
getting all about the three little girls. Then he heard 
a voice behind him: “Hey, Mister, look!” 

He turned and looked. By the doorway between the 
huge barn of a studio and his tiny bedroom, stood the 
three little girls. They were stripped, stark naked! 

“You give us some money, Mister!” one of them said 
threateningly. “Give us some money, or ‘we'll all yell 
an’ when somebody comes we'll tell [Turn to page 88| 
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Her Wedding Ring 


cA True Love Story 
All Ren Will Understand 


HERE is one thing 1 swore I would never do. | 

was determined never to have an affair with a 

married woman. You might look upon that as a 
curious twist in my moral code, but other men’s wives 
did not seem to me to be fair game. It was too much 
like poaching on another man’s preserves. And mar- 
riage to me was a sacred thing. 

Anyhow, there were more than enough girls to occupy 
any man’s time and the flappers kept me -busy enough. 
Of course, ] learned that it is much easier to catch a 
sweetie than it is to let go when you want to. But that 
is another story. But no matter how much I became in- 
volved in love | managed to steer clear of women who 
wore gold bands on the third finger of the left hand. 

Please don’t get the idea that I was a heart-breaker. 
But | suppose | was good-looking, as men go. I taught 


myself to smile easily, because I learned it is true that 
the voice with a smile wins—man or woman. I was 
tall and husky. I dressed well, because it pays to dress 
well and because | liked the feel of good clothes. But all 
of these things could be said about thousands of young 
men who go through life. without a lot of adventures in 
love. 

But somehow I did attract girls. Always. I could 
walk into a restaurant, take a seat, look over the room, 
saunter to a table occupied by one or two girls, smile, be 
smiled at in return. Or perhaps the girl would smile at 
me first. So began many a beautiful friendship. It is 
easy to get wise to the line of small talk which girls like 
to hear. But the best thing is just to listen and be sym- 
pathetic. Girls love to be sympathized with. 

In business, I can say I was pretty successful. 1 sold 
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“Yes?” she said. Just 


like that. Half ques- 
tion, half statement. 


Very upstage. 
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I Vowed P’'d KEever Fall 
Then Came the Great 
ecAnd She Wore 


life insurance. That takes a lot of nerve and a pretty 
tough hide. You get turned down so often. But be- 
cause I always tried to be pleasant, I didn’t have much 
trouble in getting by the fresh kids they have in recep- 
tion rooms to keep visitors out. Some concerns employ 
old people, both men and women, to give dignity to the 
outer office. Many of these boys and girls and the older 
people, too, became friendly with me and told me how 
they hated the task of turning away visitors. They used 
to help me get in to see big men, even at the risk of 
their jobs. 

It was in this way I met Barbara Emerson. 

Miss Emerson was private secretary to Mr. Willard 
Sothern, president of the Essential Trust Company. I 
read in the papers that Mr. Porter Pettingill, president 
of the Unity Trust Company, a rival of the Essential, had 
been insured for the sum of five hundred thousand dol- 
lars, and I decided to try to sell Mr. Sothern a policy for 
twice that. Play up to his vanity, you see. 

J might as well have tried to get in to see King George 
or President Coolidge. Mrs. George Lovitt, a lady who 
had seen better days, but who now was employed as re- 
ception clerk in the Essential Trust Company, told me 
there was no hope. But | pulled my friendly act on her. 
She told me all about how rich she had been and all about 
her family tree and how prominent she had been. Well, 
then it was my cue to tell her that my ancestors had come 
over on the “Mayflower” and that my mother was a 
D.A.R. So she said, “I am -not permitted in Mr. 
Sothern’s office, but I will take your card to his private 
secretary. Perhaps she will see you. But if you get by 
her, young man 

“What's she like?” I asked. 

“She is very sweet—and very uppity.” 

“A frozen sweet,” I smiled. 

“That’s it,” said Mrs. Lovitt. 

* Then Miss Emerson came out. She seemed sore to 
be interrupted by an insurance solicitor. She kept mov- 
ing her thumb across the face of my card, which read 


James Mason 
INSURANCE 
“Yours for a Long Life” 


“It’s engraved all right,” I smiled at her. 

“Yes?” she said. Just like that. Half question and 
half statement. Very upstage. 

Then she looked at me,.and all I could do was to look 
right back at her. Into her eyes. Stunning? Beautiful ? 
I didn’t know. Couldn't say. She was different. There 
was her hair. It was a brown that shone. It wasn't 
bobbed, but it was parted in the middle and drawn back 
so simply that you might think it was bobbed until you 
realized no bobbed head could look so swell. There was 
rouge on her cheeks, but she had put it on so artistically 
that nature couldn’t have done better. And I’m sure she 
used a lipstick, but it would be hard to tell it. Blue eyes, 
an aquiline nose, an oval face! And she wore a simple 
frock of nut brown that only one girl in a thousand could 
wear in an office and get away with. She just took my 
breath away. Yet she was as cold as ice. 
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for Other Mens Wives 


LOVE of My Life 
a Wedding ‘Ring 


You know the sort of girl | mean— 
one of those calm, efficient worien who 
take their jobs seriously, yet who are 
too stunning to be in business at all. 

“Well?” she said, a bit snappy. 

“Nothing else,” I said. “I thought 
1 wanted to see Mr. Sothern to sell him 
some insurance. I| thought maybe | 
could persuade you to let me see him. 
But I’ve seen you—and that’s as much 
as any man could ask.” 

“What nonsense!” she said, but she 
blushed and looked as if she were hold- 
ing back a smile. 

“No, straight goods,” I insisted. 

1 could see she wasn’t exactly sore at 
my compliments. But she didn’t unbend. 

“Then you don’t want to try 
to sell Mr. Sothern any in- 
surance. That’s good, because 
1 have strict orders never to let 
an insurance agent past the 
outer office. Mr. Sothern has 
all the jnsurance he wants and 
all he expects to carry.” 

understand,” said. 
“Every one always has all the insurance 
he wants. But the Unity Trust Com- 
pany thought their president, Mr. Pet- 
tingill, was so valuable and important 
that they took out a half-million dollar 
policy on his life. I’m sure Mr. Sothern 
is worth at least twice that.” 

“I’m sure that wouldn't interest Mr. 
Sothern,” said Miss Emerson. “Good 
day Mr.—’’—she referred to my card— 
“Mr. Mason.” 

She turned and left me standing 
there gasping; then | walked over to 
Mrs. Lovitt’s desk. 

“Frozen sweets have been known to thaw,” | said. 
But my heart was going like a trip-hammer. 

As | was leaving the building, 1 ran into Bob Hartley 
who sold bonds for the Essential Trust Company. 

“Look here; Bob, 1 thought you were a friend of 
mine,” | said. 

“Best you've got, boy,” answered Bob. 

“Then why haven't you told me about that glorious, 
wonderful——”’ 

“Stop!” said Hartley. “You speak of the frigid one, 
Miss Barbara Emerson.”’ 

“Exactly,” I said. 

“And you, the reckless heart-breaker, have fallen for 
er! 

“Not fallen,” I said. “Uprooted, uplifted, exalted, 
but not fallen.” 

“This is rich,” laughed Hartley. “The man with a 
furnace for a heart falls for the girl with an ice machine 
in her chest.” 

“So she gave you the gate, did she? 


. 


All I could do was look night 
back at her. Into her eyes. 
Stunning? I didn’t know. 


“Say,” demanded Hartley, “do I look weak-minded ? 
Do you think anything as lovely as that could escape me ? 
I wasn’t the only one. Every man in the place—married 
and single—made a play for her. But she kills pain- 
lessly. She made us all feel like small kids caught in 
the jam closet.” 

“I recognize that,” I admitted. “She made me feel the 
same way. But I don’t quit at the end of the first les- 
son.” 

“A guy in love hasn't got any sense,” said Bob, “or 
I'd warn you to keep off that girl. It ain’t natural thai 
she hasn't fallen for some one. There’s some sort of 
mystery about her.” 

“It’s my business to solve mysteries,” I laughed. 
“Girls are no mystery to me. Watch me solve this one.” 

I didn’t feel quite so gay as I tried to make out. This 
girl sure had me going. And I had only seen her once. 
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She simply had to be mine! Funny the way a man wants 
a girl who seems hard to get. 

There was a sort of mean look in Bob Hartley's eyes 
when he left me. If he went and told Miss Emerson 
that I was a wild one, my game would be cooked. Then 
| brightened with the thought that most girls like dan- 
gerous men. Would she? And what was the mystery 
about her that Bob Hartley had hinted at? 

The more | thought about this girl, the more I fell in 
love with her. I couldn't get her out of my mind. I 
forgot all about trying to sign old man Sothern up for 
that insurance. I let all my business go. I never gave 
another thought to anything except Barbara Emerson 
and her unattainable beauty. 

You know how it is. Like falling in love for the first 
time. You're scared to death.of that queer emotional 
surge of your blood. It was funny, too, having any 
physical feeling for a girl like Barbara Emerson. She 
wasn’t the demonstrative kind herself. She was more 
like a beautiful painting or a graceful vase. Just some- 
thing to look at and admire. Possession doesn’t matter 
in a case like that. But with Barbara I did not want to 
call her mine. I wanted to marry her. 


DIDN'T have the courage to call at the office to see 

her. I was afraid she would snub me in front of old 
Mrs. Lovitt, the reception room clerk. But like a love- 
sick kid I hung around the entrance of the building wait- 
ing for her to come out for lunch. I wish you could 
have seen her! Queen! And then some. She looked 
as if she might have stepped right out of the fashion 
pages of “Harper’s Bazar.” She was the sort of girl 
who made all other women look dowdy. No wonder 
they were all jealous of her. 

Well, I got my nerves in hand and followed her. When 
[ caught up with her I spoke her name and raised my hat. 

She didn’t recognize me! Or she at least pretended 
not to, but I wasn’t going to be squelched so easily. I 
fell into step with her. 

“Well?” she said with a supercilious air. 

That seemed a favorite word with her. 

“Going to luncheon, Miss Emerson?” 

“Quite naturally,” she said. 

“That’s lucky, so am I.” 

“Don’t let me detain you,” she said. 

“But we're going together.” 

“Really !” 

[ winced at the way she said that, but I laughed to 
cover myself. 

“I’ve got a lot of things to say to you, Miss Emerson.” 

“It doesn’t seem possible, Mr. Martin, to make you 
understand I don’t care for your informal manner.” 
That was a squelcher, but | couldn't let it freeze me. 

“I love the way you say that,” I said. “I should like 
to make one correction. Mason is the name—not Mar- 
tin. But no matter what you call me I certainly feel 
called.” 

“IT must leave you here,” said Miss Emerson, as we 
reached a corner. “Good-by.” 

[ was sunk! I know my face became white. 
“Please, Miss Emerson!” I begged. “Please don’t act 


like that. Forgive me if I seemed fresh. I didn’t mean 
it that way. I just had to see you. I feel terrible about 
this. Come on, please.” 


“Is that your method with every girl you meet?” she 
asked. 

“Don't compare yourself with any other girl,” I said. 
‘There is no other girl like you anywhere. You are——” 

“If I should overlook your casual assurance on this 
occasion, will you promise not to try it again and promise 
not to attempt such obvious flattery ?” 

“Then you will have luncheon with me?” I asked. 


“If you care to go with me to Sherry’s tea-room,” 
she said. 

“Even if I’m the only man in the place!” 

I need not have worried about being conspicuous. The 
women in Sherry’s saw me, but their eyes centered on 
Miss Emerson. She was the smartest thing in the room. 
[ had been out with lots of beautiful girls, but Barbara 
Emerson had distinction as well as beauty. 

Then the way she ate. Dainty! I just sat there and 
watched. We didn’t seem to have much to say. I 
couldn’t think of anything and she wouldn't make an 
opening. But finally I said, just to make conversation. 

“Bob Hartley’s in your office, isn’t he?” 

“Yes,” she said. 

“Nice chap,” I said. 

“Is he?” 

“Sure. Friend of mine.” 

“T shouldn’t be so sure of that,” she said. 

“What's he been telling you about me?” I said. 

“Nothing more than I knew already.” 

“And what’s that?” 

“Just what you are.” 

“What am |?” 

“Let’s change the subject,” she said. 

When we had finished and were out of the building 
I said: “Now, really, Miss Emerson, I hope you were 
not too serious about this being the last time. Can’t we 
have a little dance some afternoon ?” 

“I’m afraid not,” She said. 

“Well, listen then,” I said. “I’ve got a little studio 
down in Gramercy Park. It’s really very nice, and once 
a week a lot of interesting people drop in. We have an 
awfully good time. Won't 

“No, Mr. Mason. I simply could not.” 

“I’m terribly sorry,” I said. 

“Well, that’s all past,” said Barbara. “Now about 
business: If you will call on Mr. Sothern tomorrow 
morning at ten-thirty he will see you about that insurance 
matter. Insist on a million-dollar policy.” 

Well! I've had a lot of shocks and surprises in my 
life, but never anything like this. She didn’t like me. 
She didn’t like my fresh ways. But she had got her 
boss, old man Sothern, to see me about insurance. A 
million-doliar policy, she said. Why, that would make 
my commission at least fifteen thousand dollars! It 
made me dizzy to think of it. But why had she done it? 


ELL, you can bet I was at Mr. Sothern’s office at 

10:30 promptly, and sent my card in. Right away 
Mrs. Lovitt said I was to go right in to see Mr. Sothern. 
Barbara was sitting at her desk when I went through to 
the private office, but she didn’t even turn her head to 
look at me. That didn’t make me feel any too good. 

But old man Sothern was a peach. Pretended to be 
gruff and hard-boiled, and when | started in to give him 
my fancy selling talk he closed me right up. 

“My directors have decided that if old Pettingill is 
worth $500,000 to the Unity Trust, I’m worth at least 
twice that,” he said. 

Just the words I had said in my first talk with Barbara. 
She had sold this policy completely for me. It was so 
easy I couldn’t believe it. All I had to do was to make 
an appointment for the company doctor to give Mr. 
Sothern an examination. 

“Look here, young fellow, I hope you know you didn’t 
sell me anything. That secretary of mine did it. She 
made me see how much advertising my company would 
get from taking out such a big policy on my life. Strictly 
a matter of good business. But I'd say you owe a lot to 
Miss Emerson.” 

“Don't | know it Mr. Sothern?” [ answered. “But 
personally she thinks I’m nix.” | Turn to page 108) 


Dazzling 
Delights 


Wouldn't you like to have as good 
a head on your shoulders as Nina 
Sorrell has? Nina's of the Vanities. 


See Kathryn Ray beam on 


you. She's lighting 
Night in Paris” these 
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Isn't Marcella Daly's costume a triumph of smart simplicity? Just a 
coat and a pair of buckled shoes and Marcella’s all set for the camera. 
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Contrary to Broadway's present 
mode, Tiegfeld is keeping his 
girls under cover in his new Zieg- 
feld Revue. His loveliest beauties, 
like Anastasia Reilly, above, are 
all draped. But with the Shubert 
girls, like Madeline Luzon, in“ A 
Night In Paris,” their clothes are 
getting fewer and farther between. 
Who'll effect the compromise? 
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Girls can get along 
on so little these 
fine days. A soft 
glance, a chiffon 
veil, a languid pose 
and Patrica Daly 
gets her picture in 
the papers. 
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Are 
-Marriages 
Between 

-May and 
‘December 
Ever Happy? 
I Can Answer 
That Question, 


Because 


Lady Drummond Hay, 
young and beautiful, was 
a society leader in Cairo 
until she grew weary of 


that idle life. Today she 
/ is a successful news- 
Y paper correspondent. 


AM an old man’s darling, and not by accident, men? Ever since I can remember I have always liked 
| either. I had full and ample opportunity of mar- older men. Older men are younger. But that’s only one 

‘rying any young man | wanted, before I decided to of a hundred reasons why I like them better. At the two 
marry a man who was more than twice my age. I had extremes of manhood, men effect a devastating cynicism. 
nothing to complain of from the lack of romance in my When they are- young, they do it to disguise their puppy 
young life. No fewer than twenty-three suitors, drawn hopes. When they’re old, they do it to cover their dis- 
from fourteen nationalities, did their best to flutter my appointments. But if you catch them in between whiles, 
girlish heart. I wasn’t so lacking in feminine vanity they can be the best and jolliest pals imaginable. All 
that I didn’t appreciate their international and polyglot these young men I knew took themselves too seriously. 
attentions. But all the time I was laughing up my sleeve When I think back on my would-be husbands I thank 
and saying to myself, “Hah! Hah! not for you, young — the Providence that threw into my path a man of mature 
man! When I niarry, it will be one of your fathers!” years. The man I married has turned out to be my best 
And I did. And I like it. pal and friend—tolerant, gentle, understanding ; in short, 

Why don’t I like young men? Why do | prefer older a man of the world in every sense of the word. 
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-A Personal Article by Lady ‘Drummond Hay 
pa 


During the War I knew heaps of young men, especially 
Dominions officers and, later on, Americans ; but they all 
seemed so dreadfully young. In almost everything they 
showed to disadvantage against the older man. Give me 
the older man every time for a picnic, a party or a voy- 
age. He is proud of the fact that he is enjoying himself, 
not ashamed of it, rarely bothered with the snobbishness 
of ignorance. Unlike his sons, he is not afraid that peo- 
ple will think he’s not used to “having a good time,” but 
gratefully he sets about making the most of it in a thor- 
oughly experienced manner. 

l'd back most middle aged men to outdance a young 
one, for what can a languorous fox-trot fan know of the 
days when shirts and collars wilted under the strain of 
polka and barn dance. Hot-blooded youth demands 
caviar, chicken and champagne at picnics while Mr. Fifty 
uncomplainingly, nay, 
cheerfully, absorbs fatty 
ham sandwiches and gin- 
ger ale, tickled to death 
to imagine himself a boy 
again. 

I have never traveled 
with a young man in all 
my life, but | have heard 
them traveling often 
enough, and feel inclined 
to waggle my head with 
the graybeards .. . I 
have much more fun 
traveling with my elderly 
husband. It’s the young 
men who stodgy, 
blasé and unthrilled. 
While they're complain- 
ing of imaginary dis- 
comforts, my husband, 
recounting awful stories 
of former hardships and 
dangers, converts the 
shaking compartment in- 
to a magic carpet; the 
stifling, atmosphere of 
continental trains into 
balmy breezes; peoples 
the now “civilized” Near 
East with sheiks, rob- 
bers and fanatical tur- 
baned armies, out to 
murder and massacre ; 
invests ruined strong- 
holds with all the glory 
of the colorful not-too- 
long Past, riding gallant- 
ly, in imagination, on 
clattering horseback in- 
stead of in a prosaic iron 
train, solemnly pointing 
out the valleys and 
passes haunted by Djinns 
and hobgobblings. 

Who, I ask you, would 
exchange a Fairyland of 
Romance for bleak mo- 
dernity? Not I! Who 


would exchange my Knights of Life for the Superficial 
Squires of Artificial Today! The older man in his pro- 
foundly wise simplicity is the essence of youth eternal. 

The older men have a much better time, and therefore 
they are able to give a much better time. They've re- 
covered from the period when they want to reform 
everybody else. They know so much about life that they 
realize it’s a wonder anybody ever achieves anything 
at all. 

Youth is proverbially intolerant. Probably a dispen- 
sation of Providence urging the young ones to revolu- 
tion, reform and progress. But the older man has been 
through all that and is more inclined to be grateful for 
the beautiful in everyday life. 

Perhaps it is because fifty or sixty years ago, life was 
simpler and jollier, although I don’t suppose it was half 


so gay ; but it is just today’s very gaiety which is respon- 
sible for the intolerable boredom of my contemporaries. 
The older man, consciously or unconsciously, reflects the 
theory that true joy and happiness depend largely upon 
the proportion of the child left in us. 

| know at least a dozen statesmen, and men in other 
highly responsible positions, whose fifty or sixty years 
slip from them the minute they have stopped work, and 
they become the most enchantingly simple companions 
that one can imagine. “General Primo de Rivera, the 
Spanish Dictator, is such a one. What more can a man 
have than seventy-two titles of no- 
bility, wealth and power? Yet at 
heart General de Rivera is younger, 
and by far a better companion for 
youth, than his youngest lieutenant. 

In Egypt, too, where I have lived 
such a long time, the older men are 
only too willing to throw off the 
weight of their years and be just 
the nicest chums imaginable. 

I find that older men, like my 
husband, are so much more grateful 
for what life has to offer them. Be- 
cause they have seen so many stormy 
days, because they have endured 
much pain, they are touchingly 
grateful for pleasure. It’s all a 
case of perspective. The younger 
man hasn’t got the years of ex- 
perience to measure by. It comes in 
due course, but rarely until he is 
“an older man.” 

My husband is so much more 
understanding, life seems to have 
succeeded in eliminating clogging 
prejudices. He is not so quick to 
judge, slower to condemn, measur- 
ing by intention, not only by actual 
effect. When I read police reports 
in the paper, (And the judges are 
never young men) I marvel at the 
depth of human understanding that 
is the motive power of their day’s 
work. 

Older men are so much more 
sentimental and considerate. They 
are better husbands and _ lovers, 
since they are products of the fast 
disappearing age of chivalry which 
leads them to retain some illusions 
about the ideals of life. I am an 
old man’s darling, and I never 
wished, for one moment, to change 
places with the possessor of the 
most dashing and handsome young 
man in the world. My husband is 
a man of the world, and I don't 
mean it in a banal sense. He and 
his contemporaries were brought up 
in a different age. They came from 
disciplined homes, where manliness 
was the first virtue of men, femi- 
ninity the essential asset of woman- 
kind, and respect for one’s elders 
and betters the real primary clause. 

My husband is always talking about the decline of 
sport in England and deploring what he calls the de- 
cadence of the present generation. “Very different from 
my days,” he’s always saying. Older men were better 
sportsmen of a rougher school. And with it goes all the 
good qualities of good sportsmanship. They love a 
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woman to be feminine. Looking back to an age when 
women expected and received homage and attentions, 
they shine in society for their courtesy and restraint. 
Do you ever see 
an older man care- 
lessly dressed in 
ladies’ society? | 
know the store 
that my husband's 
friends set by the 
necessity of being 


Many young men 
did their best to 
flutter my girlish 
heart, but I like 
older men better. 
Older men are 
really younger. 


spick and span. There may be young fops but they will 
never outrival the older dandies in women’s eyes. 

I have often thought about the matter and wondered 
if I was alone in preferring older men, and if so why? 
For one thing I wondered if people thought it odd that | 
should be perfectly happy with an [Turn to page 82] 
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The DREAM LOVER 
of -MGy Girlhooa 
Held Husband's £ ife 
in His ‘Power 
Only I (ould ejave Him 
But at What a ‘PRICE! 


@ What Bertha Ann told you last month. 


COULDN'T resist the opportunity when John West- 
I macotte asked me to marry him. I didn't love him, 
but he was a likable chap, although he wasn't like the 
dream-lover | had visioned for myself. John was very 
rich, and he lived in the big white mansion called 
Westcottes. Before my marriage he told me of the 
strange fate that hung over his family. It seemed that 
the first John Westmacotte Had been cursed by a Spanish 
Don when the former tried to run off with the latter’s 
daughter. The curse went like this: “living yo. shall be 
as dead, in your thirty-seventh year!” 

John made me promise to summon a Dr. Raymond 
Galbraith, if the curse should strike him. He also made 
ine promise to give him poison, if the doctor should re- 
fuse to do it. I thought he was intoxicated and had for- 
gotten all about the matter until recently. 

Then, John made his will, and commissioned me with 
a letter for the doctor. I was passing down the corridor 
when the butler called my attention to the white peacocks 
in the black yew trees. This omen was supposed to 
presage the falling of the dreadful curse, and John 
was in his thirty-seventh year! Shocked with horror at 
the realization of my situation, I went cold with terror! 


@€ Now go on with Bertha Ann's story: 


“ NO, NO!" I cried. “No, no!’ I snatched 
up the letter ; I flung open the door ; | ran down 
the corridor. I could feel no movement of my 


feet as I fled down the stairs—the beautiful, shining, 


Bad 


slippery stairs it was like running in a dream. 

Obsessed by terror, irrational perhaps but terror 
nevertheless, | flung open the library door. The sight 
of my husband seated calmly at his table, his pipe in his 
mouth, his pen in his hand, brought me a sense of relief 
so keen it was akin to pain. 

thank goodness you're there, John!” 
my breath with a laugh that was almost a sob. 

At my voice my husband turned. His eyes brightened 
as they always did at the sight of my face or the sound 
of my step; then changed to a look of surprise. 

“Hello, dearest!” he said. “Aren't you dressed yet ? 
Are you aware it’s a quarter to one, young woman? If 
you don’t hurry up you'll be late for lunch.” 

“Then I must be late,” I replied quickly. “Lunch can 
wait. This can't.” 

Startled by my manner even more than by my words, 
he rose to his feet. 

“Why? Is anything wrong ?’ 

“Yes.” 

“What ?” 

“This.” 

I held out the letter he had just given me and the little 
black glass vial. 

“What's that ?” 

“The medicine you gave—” 
lips and my heart went cold with fear. 
I cried. “Look at that!” 

“Look at what?” he demanded sharply. 

“The white peacock,”” I whispered. i 

“The white peacock?” They were his last words. 


I caught 


I clapped my hand to my 
“Oh, my God!” 
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“The white peacock!” At the words every drop of blood drained out of my husband's face. He turned his head and saw the q 

ords. thing that for over twenty-five years he had dreaded and which meant the curse would strike him. q 
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\t the instant every drop of 
blood ebbed out of his ruddy face 
leaving it ashen gray. He turned 
his head slowly and looked over 
his shoulder. He saw the thing 
that for over twenty-five years he 
had dreaded to see. 
Outside stood a white peacock. 
Its rose-pink feet lay against the $ 


gray stones of the terrace like f 

small pale star-fish. 
Motionless, John sat lodking 

back at the fantastic creature 


whose coming foretold such hid- 
eous disaster for him. ; 

It seemed to me as if the whole 4 
world had narrowed down to that 
dim room, alive with memory ; as 
though life itself hung in the bal- 
ance while my husband stared at 
the bird, which after a bit, began 
to move, 

Breathless with excitement I 
watched the peacock lift its feet 
carefully, one after the other, 
across the threshold and enter the 
room. It advanced slowly for a 
few paces, then it stopped. With 
a faint rustling it unfurled its tail 
as a woman might open her fan. 


HE effect of that sudden dis- 
play of dazzling beauty was 
stupendous. The sun _ pouring 
through the open windows trans- 
formed the mass of waving white 
feathers into a vision of such un- 
earthly radiance that I turned to 
my husband exclaiming with de- 
light, “Oh look, John! Look! 
Isn't it wonderful ?” 
But for the first time in his 
life, John did not answer me. He 
opened his lips but no sound came 
out of them. He tried to lift his 
hand; it remained helpless at his 


side. He tried to move his feet; 
they remained rooted to the 
ground. His strength was gone. 


To all appearance a hale and hearty man, 
one could almost see the life-force ebbing out 
of him, leaving him a poor, helpless creature. 

Living, he was as dead. 

I looked at him in terror, crying in fright: 

“What's the matter John? Why don’t you 
answer me? John! Oh, John, speak to me!” 

As if the speaking of his name had loosed a spell, the 
peacock opened its sharp black beak and screeched. 

Without a sound my husband fell over and lay like a 
log at my feet. 

I was so stunned by the shock that for a moment I 
stood still staring down at him as he lay on the floor. 
The legend, the letter, the poison, the screeching bird 
seemed to melt and fuse together as they rushed with 
lightning speed through my whirling brain. I could 
not think but a vista of agony opened before me. 

Bells were ringing ; voices were calling ; feet were run- 
ning; I heard the old butler’s voice, shrill with terror, 
crying, “Mr. John! Mr. John!” I heard the door open 
and people come pouring into the room. I heard myself 
screaming, screaming .. . 

Then the stillness of death closed in upon me. 


Downstairs, in the great library of Westcotts, the 
room I hated, I stood at the window looking out at 
the rain. 

Upstairs in my husband’s dressing-room, the little 
bare room that led out of my gorgeous apartment, the 
four great specialists whom I had summoned from the 
four quarters of the globe were engaged in their final 


consultation. I was waiting for them to come down. 

I stood at the window and looked out at the rain and 
I thought of that last day I had stood there when my hus- 
band had called me in from the garden to tell me he had 
made a new will. Then, it had been a place of enchant- 
ment, now it was a wilderness of desolation. 

The door opened behind me and the four great spe- 
cialists, headed by my father, the village doctor, came 
filing in. 

I took one look at their bald heads and their solemn 
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Halfway across the room, I 
stopped as if ‘transfixed. In 
the dim light I saw a man of 
slender build. It was my 


dream lover come to life. 


faces and my heart went cold within me. No need to 
ask what their verdict was. I knew it before they spoke. 

They stood in a row before me, four judges about to 
pronounce my death-sentence. The wild thought came 
to me that they ought to be wearing four black caps on 
their four bald heads. 

I sat there in my husband's chair and looked at them. 

“You find my husband no better?” 

“Unhappily, dear lady, his condition remains un- 
changed.” 

“He has not responded to treatment as you had 
hoped ?” 

“Ah, unhappily no.” 

“Does that mean you can do nothing for him?” 

They shook their four heads in sorrowful unison. 

“Nothing.” 

“But you must!’ I cried, wringing my hands. “You 
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must! My husband’s a 
Westmacotte. You don’t 
understand the Westma- 
cottes as I do. They’re 
made of tough stuff. My 
husband may live ten, 
fifteen, twenty years! 
You can’t leave a man 
in torment for twenty 
years and do nothing to 
relieve him.” 

They looked at each 
other and then the old- 
est one of them all said, 
trying to be final: 

“There is nothing, 
Madam, nothing that we 
can do.” 

I got out of my chair 
and went back to the 
window. The trees 
shivered and shook in 
the whipping wind. The 
rain flung itself in im- 
potent fury against the 
pane. In the distance I 
could hear the peacocks 
screeching and I shud- 
dered in strange fear. 

“That means death,” 
I thought. 

Behind me I could 
hear the tinkling of glass 
and the rustling of 
paper: the specialists 
drinking their port and 
pouching their envelopes 
with their nice, fat, 
checks inside. There 
was a murmur of hushed 
voices, a pushing back of 
chairs. 

I stood listening to 
the wheels of their cars 
tearing up the wet gravel 
as they rolled away down 
the drive. Then my 
father came back and 
shut the door. He poured 
himself out a glass of 
wine and drank it. 

“This is a bad business 
for you, my poor girl.” 

“It’s worse for him,” I 
said. “What are you 

going to do about it, father? What are you going to do?” 

He stared at me with his twinkling eyes. 

“What the devil can I do?” 

“You can kill him,” said I. 

The frightful thing that had lain sleeping in my heart 
had suddenly awakened and taken shape. 

“Kill him!” repeated my father, and his eyes stopped 
twinkling. “It’s my job to save life, not to destroy it.” 

“It’s your job to save hopeless suffering.” 

“Oh, don’t talk damn nonsense to me, my girl! You 
can’t destroy a man as you would a dog.” 

I put my hand to my head. Surely I had heard some- 
one say those selfsame words before. Where had I 
heard them? Who had said them? Through the whirl- 
ing confusion in my bewildered brain the thought 
struck home that it was I who had said them! IT had 
said them to,my husband on my [Turn to page 102] 


| 


| ¥ 
4.5, 


AD the canoe stopped again? Must I once 
H more make the intolerable effort of lifting my 
body to drive them off? 

How foolish is human pride! All this agony merely 
to postpone a certainty. The jungle, or those dark 
shadows in the jungle, must win in the end. Why drag 
it out when it was easier and more sensible to give in? 
Just a swing of the forearm, no disturbance at all to the 
racked body, and the pistol would lie against my head. 
They say women can't take that way out. Nonsense! 
Then why didn’t I take it? Did I feel that something 


must intervene to save so important a person as myself ? 
Important! Couldn't I rid myself of that stupidity? 
What did I, Gloria Norman, leader of the New York 


A sharp pain brought 

me to myself. The Beast 

was touching my spear 
wound. 


younger set, signify now? Just a 
white skin for a black slave market! 
A specimen of slim, white flesh capable 
of fetching a rare price from any sav- 
age with a taste for the unusual in his 
harem. That was why those black 
forms lurked amid the shadows—not 
to kill me but to sell me. I had been 
warned against them in the camp— 
warned that no white woman was safe! 
* Yes, the canoe had touched. No 
doubt of that, the stern eddied round 
as the bow held. I must fight again. 
But could 1? My weak and tortured 
body was incapable of the effort. I 
could not even spur my mind with the 
thought of the slave market, the paw- 
ing of black hands and greedy eyes, the 
horrors beyond—the mind had grown 
dead to the idea. All that—it was less 
important than keeping my arms 
across my eyes to shut out the burn- 
ing agony of the African sun. 

There was the screaming of the mon- 
keys and the whirring of the disturbed 
birds as the demon shadows slid for- 
ward to the river bank. I could al- 
most see them, though I was on my 
back—black men creeping forward 
with the sleek, stealthy movements of 
panthers. I must use the paddles to 
shove off. But I must be quick. There 
came the waspish flick and snap of 
darts and two, with tufts as blue as 
cornflowers, quivered in the woodwork 
of the canoe. And the canoe did not 
move. There came a whirr in the air, 
a flame of light passed under my arms, 
the pain of a red-hot iron scored the 
ribs of my left side. A spear! One of those beasts had 
flung a spear! Fear and pain overcame me and, as I fell 
forward, the canoe sidled off the bank. Fear had done 
what strength could not do. The canoe was going on 
again slowly, slowly, but going on. . . 

How long had the canoe been stopped, ages or hours? 
But there was no liana rope, no attack, nothing but the 
sun and silence. Nothing else, not a cloud nor the leaf 
of a tree in sight, nor the cry of a bird. It was worse 
than the somber brooding silence of the dark jungle. 
The sun made it cruel. It scorched my hungry, thirst- 
wrung body, it kindled to raging fire the spear-wound 
in my side. [I would die from the sun within hail of 
living creatures, perhaps. Impossible to see or signal. 
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Escaped the SAVAGE BEASTS in the Wilds of Africa 
Only to Fall into the (Clutches of the WHITE BEAST 
of DEATH LAKE. What Was 1 to Do? 
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| could not lift myself, could no longer fight for life. 

Chere was the pistol. I thought of it suddenly and 
raised a dead arm. I fired in the air, five times. I must 
. those black men might be creeping up 
to me even now. I ought to sit up and see, but it did 
not seem to be worth while. The only thing that mat- 
tered was to keep my arms over my eyes to shut out 
the sun 

\bruptly there was a man looking down at me. He 
swam into my consciousness like a figure in a dream—a 
nightmare. Never had | met such a man. He was a 
white man, but grim and ugly. He was tight-lipped, de- 
termined, ruthless. The strength and the ugliness of 
his look made me shudder. Yet he was a white man, 
and his silk shirt, breeches and gaiters were beautifully 
neat, as perfect as mine had been when | started out. 


save the rest 


Denis stretched out his hand toward the snarling face. 


Hand and face touched 
for a flashing second and the great warrior fell dead. 
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Under my arms I saw him scowling down at me. No 
man had ever shown that look to me before. 

Suddenly his eyes were fixed on the breast of my 
shirt, where I had torn it apart to get at the spear wound. 
His hand shot down and brutally snatched my arm from 
my eyes. He saw my bobbed hair. 

“My God,” he cried. “A woman!” 

There was a look on his face that stabbed fear through 
me. I lifted my pistol and aimed at him. His left hand 
smashed my arm against the side of the canoe just as 
the pistol spoke. | fainted, with the terror of his ruth- 
less eyes beating down into mine. 

A sting of stimulant in my mouth, and a sharp, grind- 
ing agony in my side coming in jerks brought me to mv- 
self. Someone was touching my spear wound. I]t was 
the man. I was on my back in a hut alone with the man 
with the ugly face. There was no woman there—no 
other man. My silk shirt had been torn open and the 
man was sitting beside me, his lips pursed and tight, his 
eyes staring down at me. The cold callousness of that 
glance brought back all my panic. I twisted away from 
him and struggled to sit up. 

“Keep still,” he said. 

I still struggled. His hand, as unyielding as iron, 
held me still. The ugly deep-furrowed face scowled 
down at me. My panic grew and I struggled frantically. 
“Don't be a silly little fool,” he said. There was con- 
tempt in his tone. 

“Don't touch me,” I cried. I 
half slipped from his grasp in the 
struggle. 

“Confound the girl,’ he said, as 
he caught me with both hands and 
forced me roughly back. 

Then as I fought he shook me. 
“Do you want me to tie you up?” 
he asked, glaring at me. And | 
knew he would do it.: I recalled 
the brutality of the blow that had 
smashed my pistol arm against the 
side of the canoe. My sex and my 
youth meant nothing to this man. 
I lay panting, my arms clasped 
across my breast. 

“You brute!” I cried, “I warn 
you, if you don’t leave me alone 

” 


His mouth tightened to a thin 
line. With a quick movement he 
gripped both my wrists in his left 
hand, lifted them from my breast 
and held them to the right of my 
body. His right hand tore the 
shirt from my clinging fingers—I 
fainted again. 

The spear wound was throbbing 
when I awoke, but my fingers told 
me that it had been expertly ban- 
daged. My shirt was gone, and I 
was wearing a silk pajama coat of . 
very large size—the man’s. I was 
on my back on some boxes placed 
end to end, and a cushion was 
under my head. My top boots 
had been taken off. 

I felt weak and shaken. I had 
been hysterical, of course, from 
pain and strain, for the man had 
only been dressing my wound, and 
yet I felt that there was reason in 
my fear of this man. I was used 
to all sorts [Turn to page 111] 
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I Believe She Has 
and 
I Defied the World 
to Gain It 


Husband 
tor the 


man. Less than a year.ago I married for the 
second time—hbecause I wanted a husband. I left 
my first husband for the man I loved. I suffered social 
ostracism and the publicity of the divorce court because 
in five bitterly unhappy years I had learned this one 
great truth: that love and marriage demand comradeship 
and mutual protection. It took me five years to learn 
that, when I should have known it from the start! 
Am I ashamed of having broken with Maurice, my 
first husband, of having left him for Roger, my second 
husband, who is perpetually a lover, adoring and ador- 


Si: years ago I masried because I wafited a 


Maurice found a letter Roger 

had written me and in a 

towering temper he accused me 
of having deceived him. 


able? Looking back from the pinnacle of my new and 
perfect marriage upon the suffering and unhappiness, 
the mental and physical torture, both of my life with 
Maurice and that half-happy, half-unhappy period of 
waiting for my freedom from him, I can honestly an- 
swer “No!” 

I have had many months of mental torment in which 
to thrash out the questions of right and wrong—and 
those heart-searchings have taught me that in human 
lives there is no law but happiness—unless it be love, 
which is the greatest happiness of all; that there is no 
more pitiful sham than that of two people whose mar- 
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riage has proved a tailure but who persist in thé face of 
society in pretending it is a success. Fear of comment, 
false pride, “respectability,” all contribute to the arti- 
ficial preservation of wrecked marriages. I could go 
down on my knees here and now and thank God that He 
in His mercy allowed me to see clearly that night when, 
in agony of mind and body, I had to make the one great 
decision of my life. 

This is my story. I mean to be as frank as possible 
in the telling of it because it may stop some other girl 
from making the same mess of her married life. If | 
had had someone to put me right in the beginning, | 
should never have been so foolish as to marry Maurice. 
But at seventeen one usually is a little idiot, a passionate 
little idiot just awakening to life. The sex-dawn is a 
dangerous age, made all the more dangerous by all sorts 
of stupidities, prejudices and superstitions. 

At that age one isn’t truly fit and ready to make a big 
decision like marriage off one’s own bat. One needs the 
advice and the help of some one older and wiser. My- 
self, | am far more ashamed of my own foolishness at 
seventeen than of my divorce court appearance at twen- 
ty-three. The latter was merely an inevitable conse- 
quence of the former. 

| am telling my story in the hope of being able to help 
not so much those girls who have already made such a 
mistake as mine ds those who have yet to marry for the 
first time. Marry right in the first place! Don't plunge 
wildly into marriage as | did. Such fault as was mine 
lay in the rank unwisdom of my marrying Maurice in 
the first instance. When it comes to the question of my 
having left him for Roger, of my having faced the big- 
ness of that decision, I shouldn't care to advise any other 
girl to do the same. The problem isn’t a simple one. To 
end anything as big and as involved as the married life 
of two people isn’t like blowing down a house 
built of cards. So much goes with it. 

[ was certain, you see, and my certainty has 
heen justified by happiness. But there was a 
risk—and it’s just that risk which makes me 
shy of offering any guidance to girls who are 
already unhappy in marriage. It is a question 
which they alone can answer. All that I can 
do is to warn others against making my own 
initial mistake, to beg them if they are contem- 
plating marriage to weigh the pros and cons of 
it as carefully as is in them. They should put 
all passion and sentiment aside for the moment 
and be perfectly honest with themselves, before 
they decide to entrust their lives and their 
futures to any man. 

They should ask themselves, “Do I realize 
what I am doing? Do I appreciate the serious- 
ness of the step | am about to take? I ama 
plain straightforward Twentieth Century girl. 
| am neither a romantic debutante from the 
last century nor the heroine of a velvet-and- 
tigerskin movie story. My marriage, if it is 
to be a success, has got to last me through 
life!” 

When I look back upon my own life, upon 
the time befpre my first marriage, I realize that 
it was partly my mother’s fault that I was so 
unfitted to deal with life when it came my way. 
She was too good to me. She had what she, 
poor darling, called “my interests’ too con- 
scientiously at heart. She kept me in cotton- 
wool lest life should bruise me—with the re- 
sult that, as a young girl, I had no reai contact 
with life. 

Petted and spoiled, I just existed. I was 
hardly ever allowed to go out to dances and 


parties where | might have made friends with boys of 
my own age. Mother was afraid that those friendships 
might develop into something more. I think that I was 
more than ordinarily pretty and I guess most of the boys 
I knew were in love with me at one time and another. 
But mother, like a grim old dragon, scared them all 
away. It was a pity that those friendships didn't de- 
velop, that calf-love wasn't allowed to rub some of the 
sharp edge from my passionate curiosity. 

When I was seventeen I took up the stage as a career. 
Though mother still watched over me as carefully as of 
old, taking me to the theater each evening and bringing 
me home after the show, she could not. prevent my over- 
hearing the conversation of the dressing-rooms. The 
theatrical profession is the most brutally frank in the 
world. It calls a spade something blunter even than a 
spade. I used to hear jokes and stories of which I could 
not understand the meaning and which, on that account, 
further stimulated my curiosity. When I| timidly asked 
my dressing-room companions to explain, they laughed. 
They thought that I was pretending innocence. 

Seventeen is a dangerous age for a girl. Every hour 
she is advancing further from girlhood into womanhood. 
She is growing curious. She may be standing with re- 
luctant feet but she wants to know about the strange re- 
lationship between women and men which apparently 
makes up so much of life—and so little of open con- 
versation that would bring enlightenment : 

Most girls have a mother, a sister or a 
friend to open their eyes. But there are we 
many girls, like myself, without sisters ; 
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and girl friends, and with 
mothers who are too prudish or 
too shy to talk about such 
things, “for fear of soiling the 
dear child.” With the result 
that in a great many cases the 
“dear child” in question goes 
blundering shoulder-deep into 
the morasses of life and soils 
herself pretty completely. 

In the same way there are 
many mothers who keep their 
daughters rigorously from the 
“perils” of calf-love—whereas 
in reality the kissing and ca- 
ressing of boy-and-girl “affairs” 
are wisely planned by nature to 
do both of them a service by 
satisfying in part their curiosity. 

So it was with me. Maurice 
was practically the first man, 
certainly [Turn to page 136| 
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MET her quite by chance on a Saturday evening of 
September, a warm sickly evening through which a 
stuffy little wind drove drearily, shaking yellow and 
rust-colored leaves from the trees in the park, blowing 
gustily into courts where the small soft rain was laying 
the dust accumulated during the sunny days which now 
were over and done with. Although | was a single man 
and young—only twenty-four—and alone, I was not 
wandering abroad in search of a woman. I was not even 
thinking of women when I| came upon her. 

She was hovering—that was how it seemed to me any- 
how—under a lamp near Columbus Circle, a trim little 
figure, rather severely gowned in a dark-colored dress. 
| happened quite by chance to look at her, to look into 
her eyes. They were bright, and something in their 
gaze, something very personal, intensely individual, 
struck me—seemed to call to me for—what? That I 
could not decide; the meaning of the appeal was be- 
yond me. 

She smiled. I saw that she was quite young, probably 
not more than, at most, twenty-two. 

“Hello!” she said, in a soft voice. 

“Hello!” I said, wondering why on earth I was speak- 
ing to her. “What are you doing out here?” 

It was an absolutely idiotic question, and I knew it. 
But I had to say something. 

“Taking a walk.” 

“In the rain?” 

“It isn’t much and I've got an umbrella.” 

To my surprise she looked cheerful, almost happy. I 
had-a vague idea that women like her always looked 
miserable, haunted, when you considered them carefully. 
| now saw that she was scarcely painted at all, only just 
very slightly “touched up.” Her eyebrows were dark- 
ened, but her lips were not like a thread of scarlet, and 
her young cheeks were not streaked with red. 

| found myself wondering about her. 

“Coming for a walk?” she said. 

“No, I can't to-night. I've got to go to a theater.” 

“Then why did you stop?” she asked in surprise. 
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something in their gaze, something very personal struck me, 
for———what? 


The 
Confession of 
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Who Missed a (hance 
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“IT don’t know,” I said, which was the plain truth. 

“What theater are you going to?” 

When she asked me that I hadn’t decided where I was 
going. But now I said, after a moment’s consideration : 

“To the Globe Theater.” 

“Oh, the Globe,” she said. 

Then there was silence between us. During this time 
I saw a rather severe-looking, elderly man glance at us 
under the lamp, with a slight, severe smile that stung me. 

“Well, good-night!” I said and made a motion to 
move away from her. 

“Good-night she said. 

Then I walked on. As I did so I felt that she was 
looking after me. Her brtlliant eyes seemed to pierce 
the back of my neck. 

I had told her I was going to the Globe Theater. 
There were many other theaters to choose from, but 
since I had told her I was going to the Globe, I might 
just as well do it. 

I turned to the left down Broadway. 

When I was outside of the Globe, I didn’t even look 
to see what play was being given there, but made my 
way at once to the box office, paid for an orchestra seat 
and went in. 

The theater was very full, but I found a place. I got 
a program and glanced at it. The orchestra was playing. 
In a moment the curtain went up. 

I sat through the play. Nearly all the time I was 
thinking of the girl under the lamp. I realized I had 
come there in hope of meeting the girl later. If she be- 
lieved what I had said she might possibly follow me to 
the theater. Or, when the show was over, and | went 
out, I might find her lingering outside on the chance of 
seeing me again. When now and then I heard the 
swishing of a girl’s skirt behind me I looked quickly 
round, thinking it might be the girl. 

But she didn’t come. 

The play was in three acts. During the last. interval, 
after the second act, I went outside and smoked a ciga- 
rette. While | smoked | asked myself why I had spoken 
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to the girl, why I was still thinking about her, why | 
wished to see more of her? She was young and cer- 
tainly rather pretty. But it wasn’t because of that. I had 
felt obliged to speak to her and felt now as if it were 
necessary that | should be with her again. 

Something in her eyes had beckoned to me, summoned 
What had it been then? Something intellectual ? 
Surely not. She was evidently quite a common little 
girl. Something appealingly sad? But when we had 
spoken together I had specially remarked how cheerful 
she looked. I realized now, in thinking about the mat- 
ter, that her eyes had called to me only for one brief 
instant when | had first seen her. They had said some- 
thing, or had seemed trying to say something, in that 
instant that they hadn't ‘expressed at all when [ had 
turned back and spoken to her. It was as if something 


me. 


occult, mysterious, imperative, something animal and 
intimate, had tried to communicate with me then, and 
hadn't tried to communicate afterwards while we talked. 


Growing alarmed, the woman called for help and the door was opened by the janitor. 


A bell sounded. I threw away my cigarette-end and 
returned to my place. 

When the curtain fell on the last act | got up to go 
out, conscious of a very unusual feeling of excitement. 
The girl knew I was at the Globe Theater. Would she 
be waiting about for me? It was improbable. The 
chances were that she had long ago gone home. 

As this idea occurred to me I was aware of a shudder. 
What a revolting life, and dangerous too! For the first 
time | thought of the danger of her way of living. She 
probably had long ago gone home with some total 
stranger. Poor little wretch with the calling eyes! But 
they hadn't called to me while I had talked to her. The 
cry had come from them ,before that—and had died 
away as | approached her. 

When I came out into the street it was still raining, 
small soft rain, a watery mist. The sickly warmth per- 
sisted. And still the stuffy little wind drove feebly 
through the night. The bright lights of the heater shone 
over the wet pavement. 

The life of the streets wasn’t tempting 
that night, I thought. 

People in evening dress were pouring out 
from the main entrance. The crowd on the 
a sidewalk was dense. As I shouldered my 
through it I looked eagerly about me. 
Of course she wouldn’t be there waiting 
about in the rain. She must have gone 
home long ago, and no doubt not alone. 
Nevertheless I searched; I couldn’t help 
searching. 

“Hello!” said a soft voice close to me. 

I started, looked around—and there she 
was standing at my side. 

“Where do you live?” I asked, some ten 
minutes later when we were near 
Thirty-fourth Street. ; 

I had stopped and looked at 
my watch, which pointed to half 
past eleven. I thought I meant 
to say good-by to the girl. Dur- 
ing our walk from the theater in 
the rain we had carried on a de- 
sultory and futile conversation. 
I hadn’t even discovered her 
name and she didn’t know mine. 
Now, mindful that I lived not 
far from High Bridge, I felt 
that it was time to be off. Never- 
theless I asked, couldn’t help 
asking, that question. 

“On Tenth Avenue,” she said. 
“At least just off it.” 

“Tenth Avenue!” I repeated, 
looking down at her. 

I detested that part of the city, 
always had detested it, with its 
noise and its dirt. And on a 
rainy night like this! 

“Yes, I’ve got a flat there,” 
she said, not without pride. 

_ We walked along quietly for a 
tew steps. 

“Oh, I just love the streets!” 
she burst out. “Come home with 
me, won't you?” 

Home! What a word on such 
lips! Poor little wretch! 

“Suppose I—don't?” I said, 
hesitating. “What will you do?” 

“Do?” 

“Yes, will you go home alone ?” 
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“Oh, no. It’s early yet,” she said with great frankness. 
“Aren’t you tired being so long on your feet ?” 
“Tired!” she smiled, and looked younger than ever. 


“I'm strong. Besides, I’m in bed half the day.” 

Evidently she didn’t feel that she was an object for 
pity. Her mentality astonished and'at the same time in- 
terested me. I'd never talked to a girl of her type before. 

“You enjoy life?” I said, wondering what she'd say. 

“Yes. Why not? Don’t you?” 

Then what had her eyes meant when they first looked 
at me under the street lamp? Had she been intuitive 
then? And was intuition dead in her now? There was 
a mystery in all this. I felt it, but she wasn’t aware of it. 

“Look here!’’ I said, coming to a decision. “I'll drive 
you back home, but I won’t come up.” 

She looked cross and surprised. 

“Not come up!” 

“No. But you mustn't stay out in all this rain, after 
being on your feet for hours.” 

“Oh, | was home a lot of the time you were in the 
theater.” 

“You went home?” 

“Yes, soon after I saw you. 
fore you came out.” 

I felt rather sick at the thought of it. 


I only got back just be- 


What did that look mean? 
What prompted it? What 
secret was it trying to tell? 


“Anyhow, I’m not corhing up,” I said. “But you must 
let me give you something—as if I did.” 

Then I hailed a taxi which was crawling along the 
wet pavement. 

On the way I put my arm round the girl and kissed 
her. She so obviously expected it that I felt it would be 
absurd to do less. She responded with apparent eager- 
ness and her young lips were very soft. Then I asked 
her what her name was. 

“Violet Delmar,” she replied. 

Of course that wasn’t her real name but I made no 
comment. I noticed that she didn’t ask me for my name. 
She had the discretion of a class that is perpetually 
lied to. 

The car turned to the left, down a narrow street. 
Violet Delmar leaned forward briskly and tapped on 
the window. 

“Stupid fools!” she said, but not at all angrily. “They 
always go too far!” 

When we were out I saw that we were in front of a 
high dark red brick building. I put a hand in my pocket. 

“No,” she said suddenly reddening. “I won't have it 
like that. You must come in now.” 

“But it’s so late!” 

“Late!” she exclaimed. 


“Why, [Turn to page 121] 
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By Judge Charles A. Oberwager 


You Have MORE to FEAR 
From YOUR, Own SEX 
Than from MEN 


SESSION in the Domestic 
iXelations Court grinds along 
with its usual monotony. 

There are no cases that thrill and 
nothing of romance! 

But why expect romance here? 
This is the graveyard of romance. 
Here, out of the sordid details of ro- 
mances that have gone wrong, ar 
winnowed the material that may help 
to patch together the sorry remnants 
of love. 

Across the room the pitiful wives 
and derelict husbands glare at each 
other. ‘The whimpering of babes and 
frighterled children comes from the 
wailing-room, a constant, nerve- 
racking drone. 

But occasionally a different sort 
of case, a welcome relief that brings 
immediate attention from the bored 
courtroom 

The husband in the case I have in 
mind was a handsome, likely young 
chap, evidently self-respecting and 
industrious, but he did not deny that 
he had deserted his wife. 

What is at the bottom of their 
trouble in addition to false pride and 
stubbornness and the usual interfer 
ence of bad advisers? One certain 
grievance possessed the young man. 
Hlis wife would not give up her men 
friends, men she had known before 
her marriage. She corresponded with 
them, he said,—would go to the 
theater and lunch with them in spite 
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of all his protests. This he refused to put up with. 

“See, Judge!” the husband exploded. “She says all 
women need friends. All right, I say, let her friends be 
other women. Why everybody knows it’s dangerous for 
a young married woman to have men friends!” 

There you have the viewpoint of the average husband, 
not only as we get it in the courts where marital felicity 
is under analysis, but out in every day life. It is, in fact, 
the viewpoint of the whole world, broadly speaking. 

It wouldn't make so much difference except that, in 
focusing attention on a menace that is theoretical, it dis- 
tracts attention from the danger that is real. 

In the final analysis, a woman can come through safely 
on one ship only—her innate sense of modesty. So long 
as a woman, young or old, retains her modesty the least 
suggestive act by a man will disgust and repel her. Un- 
able to make a start he can make no advance. but the 
other woman, being of the same sex, is permitted to say 
things and air ideas that would inexpressibly shock the 
unsophisticated, modest girl if they came from a man. 

The first vulgarity, 
even by a woman, may 
cause a shock, but fa- 
miliarity working its law, 
the second time it does 
not seem se repugnant. 
lt may require a succes- 
sion of bad female asso- 
ciates to wear down a 
woman's innate modesty 
to the point where evil 
ideas fail to administer 
a saving shock. First, 
she learns to condone 
impure speech, even to 
be amused by it; next, 
impure ideas cease to be 
repellant ; finally impure 
actions; even actual im- 
morality, does not seem 
so horrible as it once did. 

The scene this time is 
the Woman's Court, the 
place where the most 
precious thing that civ- 


ilization can boast—the 
virtue of its women—is 
shown spattered and 
travestied after it has 


been dragged through 
the mud. 

Throughout the whole 
courtroom a buzz and 
clatter that ceases sud- 
denly as the officer at 
the bridge straightens up 
and shouts for order be- 
cause the Judge is about 
to enter. The sound of 
his voice reaches to the 
corridor where the pris- 
oners are held ready. 

This particular morn- 
ing an outburst of ter- 
rible screaming rang 
through the courtroom, 
followed by the voices 
of the women officers 
trying to calm the pris- 


heart in dire terror, a note of agony that was unmis- 
takable. 

A few minutes later the woman was arraigned. She 
had been arrested during a raid on a so-called supper 
club, together with a woman friend. She was a young 
wife. 

Her husband, a traveling salesman, had been sum- 
moned from the road in this emergency. [I shall never 
forget the suffering of that man. He was frantic with 
grief. He seemed dazed by surprise, rather than indig- 
nant at the injury the wife had done him. 

“It isn't possible,” he said over and over. “My little 
wife, of all women! She’s only a child—unsophisticated 
and so modest the least vulgarity disgusts her. She al- 
ways avoided men, was afraid of them. By God, I'll 
kill the man who led her off!” 

Had he ever met the man? 

He had—at a party given by a neighbor. The strange 
thing was that at this party his wife had taken offence 
because this very man had told a suggestive story. She 
had cut him dead, and 
positively refused to have 
him included among the 
guests at a reciprocal 
party given at their 
home. 


That was the thing 
that seemed to him most 
strange. 


But it wasn't so baf- 
fling after the woman 
probation officer made 
her private report. 

The party of the year 
before had been at the 
home of the other woman 
arrested in the same 
group with the erring 
wife. She was a widow, 
a particularly agreeable 
woman, and the young 
wife had spent much 
time with her while her 
husband traveled. 

It was the widow who 
had induced the young 
wife to fight down her 
prejudice against the of- 
fending man. She had 
a selfish motive, of 
course. She was smitten 
with the offending man’s 
inseparable chum, and 
the latter was not in- 
clined to take her out on 
parties often unless he 
could have that chum 
along. To make the par- 
ties sufficiently alluring 
for the chum, she must 
get the pretty young wife 
to accompany them. 

Then had begun the 
process by which a young 
wife’s moral barrier is 
broken down. Double- 
meaning stories are the 
opening bolt against the 
armor of innocence. 


Internanona!l — 
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When the ‘Rich Girl 
from the North (ame 
Between and My 
Yankee Sweetheart My 
espanish Blood Drove 
cMe to Deeds 


O GIRLS of Spanish ancestry like myselt, amorous yearnings come 
early and swiftly. Most of the time we ardently conspire with them. 
However, there are occasions when they enslave us against our wills, 
But, nevertheless they come to all of us like a fire that warms us with eager 
womanhood, and kindles passions in our impulsive blood which burn as 
fiercely as tropic fevers—passions violent enough to drive us from kisses to 
knives. We can no more escape them than we can remain immune from 
those spells of enchanted indolence cast by the hot suns of our own far South. 

So, you see, it wouldn't have made any difference even if I had forseen 
that the shadow of Minorca, Spain’s devil-island of centuries ago, was des- 
tined to stalk me on account of them. They would have possessed me re- 
gardless, and things would have happened as they happened anyway! 

Such amorous yearnings first invested me on a night that one finds only in 
Florida during early February—a night of star-lit languorous dark, mur- 
murous with soft wind voices, and the distant drumming of surf against the 
white beaches of Anastasia Island; and fragrant with magnolia scent, banana 
shrubs, and sleeping roses. At the moment | was leaning lazily against the 
white rail of my little balcony that overhangs one of St. Augustine’s old- 
world streets. It is not very easy for me to explain exactly how it all hap- 
pened. But, I remember that | stirred, and drew my breath in sharply at the 
sight of a tall young stranger walking swiftly towards me. 

My whole being seemed suddenly awakened, then possessed by a mysterious 
force that was like soft fire burning inside of me. I began to tremble all over 
as I do when emotionally expectant, and a premonitory voice whispered that 
this man was the beginning of something in my life . . . 

He saw me and slowed his pace; but even then I could tell that he was a 
Northerner. His slowest stride held none of the loafing languor of the 
countries of the sun. When directly beneath my balcony the man stopped and 
looked up at me. Although he did not seek my eyes boldly, yet he gazed up 
frankly enough, and bowed gracefully. : cies 

“May | tell you something ?” he asked, his voice drifting upward with sur- 
prising softness. Northern voices are usually so clear and sharp. 


| 


| leaned farther over the white rail, cautioning him to 


whisper. My mother was reading downstairs in the li- 
brary. Although I was eighteen, and had been out of 


an Alabama convent nearly a year, she never allowed 
me to do anything where men were concerned unless | 
were strictly chaperoned. Mother, who was more Span- 
ish than American, believed in the old Continental cus- 
tom of sheltering and protecting a girl until she was 
married. For all my excitement | realized what would 
happen if she ever caught me talking to an unknown 
man 

“I was in Spain last winter, and I fell in love with 
the beauty and romance of the place and the people. 
America has seemed cold and colorless ever since,” he 
paused for a moment, his eyes searching mine wistfully, 
“I came to St. Augustine hoping it would remind me of 
the country I'm always dreaming about. Tonight—now 

I feel like | am back there. You, on your white bal- 
cony above this twisting little street, are the romance 
of Spain, Senorita,” he ended. 

His words thrilled me so much that I could not find 
anything to say in answer—except what my eyes said 
as | looked down into his. He came closer, and began 
speaking again. This time there was a pleading sort of 
note in his tones that made me tingle all over: 

“Of course, it’s not exactly the thing for me to do— 
but, | wonder if you'd care to come down to the Plaza 
with me, and listen to the concert. Tonight there is a 
special program of Cas- 
tilian music. Senorita 
will turn the old Plaza 
into a bit of Madrid if 
she will honor me.” 

At that moment there 

was nothing I would 
rather have done than . 
gone down to the Plaza 
with this man who had 
come out of the nigh. to 
fascinate me. We people 
of Spanish blood are im- 
pulsive .. . impetuous. . . 
ruled by the heart rather 
than by the head. | 
leaned as far over the 
railing as I could, ex- 
tending my hand to him. 
He reached up and took 
it between both of his. 
The touch was like elec- 
tricity 

“My mother is down- 
stairs, and she has for- 
bidden me to go to the 
Plaza at night but, 
tomorrow afternoon I 
will meet you in old 
Fort Marion at four by 
the north turret,” I whis- 
pered. 

“Tomorrow,” he re- 
peated, still holding my 
hand, “it will be a long 
time to wait. But, if I 
can be sure- wl 

My free hand flew to 
the flamingo scarf over 
my shoulders. I pulled 
it away, recklessly bar- 
ing them to his eyes so 
unexpectedly that what- 
else he intended 


ever 


saying was left unfinished: “Here is a forfeit if | break 
my promise,” | said, throwing the bright scarf to him. 

A sound downstairs frightened me. I motioned him 
to go on, and shrank back into the only shadow that 
loafed on my balcony. He nodded, and swung down 
the narrow street, giving me a last look before turning 
out of sight. I have never forgotten the romantic pic- 
ture he made standing there at the twist of the street. 
In his white flannels and dinner coat, my flamingo scarf 
flung picturesquely over his shoulders, he seemed the 
answer to all my sudden dreams of love. 

Even after he disappeared it seemed that he was still 
standing there, and 
threw kisses to his imag- 
inary presence. A_ few 
moments later the band 
began playing in the 
Plaza. The sensuous 
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strains of a tango came throbbing to me through the 
southern night. That music became a voice of tempta- 
tion, commanding me to rebel against my mother’s 
strictness, and to go down to the Plaza where I would 
find the stranger in the gay crowd of winter visitors. 
Nothing else seemed to matter then but that | could look 
into his eyes again, and behold their wistful, dreamy 
lights ; that | could hear his voice telling me | was Spain 
to him and to feel the touch of his hands over mine. 

\ few impulsive steps and I was at the dressing-table. 
My black hair was not bobbed. But long and luxuriant, 
| wore it after the fashion of Spanish women; for like 


mother, | was a pure Castilian type and very proud of 
the fact. We felt that the old Spanish element repre- 


- sented the aristocracy of Florida just as the Mayflower 


descendants represent the blue-blood of New England, 
and looked down upon the rich newcomers as social 
upstarts. 

Of course, it never occurred to us, that on the other 
hand, the upstart money crowd sneered at our pride, 
and deliberately confused our ancestry with that of the 
St. Augustine Minorcans, all of whom bore Spanish 
names. But their lives had been lived under an ugly 
shadow ever since the year 1767 when they came to 

Florida from Minorca, Spain's devil- 

island in the Mediterranean. 

The population of that island then was 
composed of a few Spanish blue-bloods 
driven there by political and _ religious 
persecution, but mostly of half-castes, 
negroes, criminals, Moorish slaves; and 
a riff-raff of foreign humanity. A 
Scotchman named Turnbull brought two 
shiploads of them to Florida to start a 
colony. They came under indenture, and 
were to work their land ten years before 
owning it and becoming free men. 
Cruelty, and the fact that the world 
looked upon them as “Turnbull's slaves” 

drove them to rebellion and 
they escaped to St. Augustine 
becoming a part of the city’s 
Spanish-named population. ‘The 
shadow and taint of their past 
had never quite lifted. 

Finally coiling my hair se- 
curely at the sides, I pencilled 
my lips into a carmine foil for 
my olive skin and black eyes . . . 

The rear stairway led into 
our patio. I tiptoed below, and 
dashed through the courtyard 
of dozing palms and red hibis- 
cus. Hesitating only a moment 
at the high wall which was 
thatched by flame vines, I 
opened the gate noiselessly, and 
slipped out. 

The Plaza was thronged with 
a lazy crowd of winter visitors 
and natives. I threaded toward 
our cathedral, the oldest in 
America, my heart racing as | 
anticipated meeting the man 
who had passed my balcony. 

When I caught sight of him 
again a wave of excitement be- 
gan in my bosom and spread to 
my finger tips. Unconsciously, 
my pace quickened. Passing 
faces became blurred. The 
voices of passers-by merged in- 
to incoherencies. 

I had not realized he was 
standing at the side of an ex- 
pensive automobile, talking and 
laughing with two girl occu- 
pants. A swift glance brought 
recognition of the girls, Muriel 
Appleton, a golden sort of 
beauty, and Mabel Saunders, a 
pretty brunette! They belonged 
to St. Augustine’s new money 
crowd. I [Turn to page 132] 
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HE other day I met an old college friend. He 


spoke of my divorced husband, whom he had 


| never liked. 


“What made you marry him in the first place, Con- 


stance?” he asked. 
“Because he knew how to make love,” 


“and because I had never petted.” 
“That was your own fault,” he said. 


I snapped, 


“I always 


wanted to date you and so did lots of the other fellows, 
but we never had the nerve to ask you. 


It would have 


Had 


If 1 Had Known at 
Twenty what 1 Know 
at Forty I Shouldn't 
now be Paying the 


‘Price of my ‘Prudery 


been easy to get stuck on you if you 
hadn't been so stand-offish! The fel- 
lows called you a haughty Jane.” 

“T know it,” I admitted grudgingly. 
“I know most of the boys were afraid 
of me, but I gloried in being ‘nice’ 
even when I didn’t want to be!” 

“But Pete—how did he 7 

“Pete was different. I married him 
because he was the first man to make 
me pet. 

“That’s funny. 


I hadn't an idea 


“No, of course you hadn't, any more 

than the rest of the boys. How could 
you know that ever since I was a little 
girl I had dreamed of being kissed— 
you know—as they kiss in_ stories. 
Pete didn’t know either. He didn’t 
have to. He knew how to kiss. And 
he did. And all the while I thought 
it was Pete I loved.” 
“Wasn't it?” my friend asked in evident astonishment. 
“Of course not, silly. It was Pete's love-making.” 
tlere I couldn’t repress a sigh. “As a husband he was a 
complete failure, but as a lover he was wonderful!” 

Our conversation revived all the old bitter memories. 
When my friend left me I got to thinking about my two 
boys—Pete’s and mine. Already they are beginning to 
look mooney-eyed at the girls. It won’t be long before 
one of them will be falling head-over-heels in love with 
some pretty doll-faced little flapper. And I hope she is 
a flapper! I hope she has petted. I hope she has run 
the whole gamut of kisses. Does it shock you when I 
say that I would feel surer of my boy's happiness with 
such a girl? Let me tell you wiry. 


I am now well past forty, with sufficient perspective, 
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as well as a vivid memory, of my own courtship to un- 
derstand that my marriage failed because I had never 
petted. Neither my husband nor | was to blame for the 
wreck of our married life; it was doomed before it was 
consummated. We were simply victims of the false 
Puritanical system under which | was brought up. This 
system teaches repression to girls. It taught us that a 
“nice” girl holds herself aloof and never permits the 
vulgar familiarity of kissing and petting until the man 
has become engaged to her. I was a “nice” girl—and 
look at me now! There are others like me—women who 
married the first man who took them by storm. All in 
the world I wanted was to be loved, “petted” they call 
it today. It was thrilling. 

| was an only child, and my mother-was early wid- 
owed. My father, an irresponsible spendthrift, had not 


Of course, I knew many really nice girls did pet. I envied them their popularity. 


expected to die so young, and he left us poor. My 
mother was quick at figures, and very brisk and busi- 
ness-like ; she found employment as a book-keeper and 
supported us nicely out of her earnings. She preferred 
keeping house in a small cottage to boarding, and be- 
sides she did much of my sewing. So you can see that 
she was always busy ; she was always tired too, I suppose. 
She talked little, read a good deal, rarely went out except 
to church and an occasional lecture. She was never 
demonstrative, and showed her love for me in deeds. 
Ours was a quiet life, duplicated by many a quiet, self- 
respecting widow and daughter, going their quiet way. 
People respect and silently commend the mother’s inde- 
pendence, and hope the daughter will “turn out well.” 
To all outward appearances | gave promise of “turn- 
ing out well.” I was quiet, rather [7 urn to page 100| 
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They Made 
Me 


and Found VE 


in the Street of Sugar Daddies 


and Sweet -Mamas 


HEY are all over New 
York, these dearie shops, 
but most numerous in 

the theatrical section and along 

upper Broadway. They are 
kept open till late at night and 
the salesgirls always address 
you as “dearie.” A big part 
of their trade comes from the 
gold diggers who take out 
their sugar daddies and gouge 
them for lingerie, a new dress 
or silk stockings. Often the 
dearie shop has an agreement 
with these girls to take back 
their purchases the next day. 

All of this, of course, I was 
not wise to when I came to 

New York from my home 

town of Terre Haute, Indiana. 

All | knew was that I wanted 

a job where the work was not 

too hard and so when I an- 

swered the ad in the Sunday 
papers, for a “young lady of 
refinement used to associating 
with people of position,” | 
Was very anxious to 
get the place. 
It was a_ small 

lress and novelty 

shop on upper 

Broadway. A very 


suave and hand- 
some young man 
interviewed me. Being a 


pretty girl, popular back 
home, I was somewhat used 
to compliments ; but the line this Mr. Louis handed out 
would have made a marble Venus blush. 

“I’m sure you are just the young lady we want,” he 
said; but when he mentioned the salary he was willing 
to pay I was not much taken with the opening. But he 
went on at once to say: 


This GI RL Faced Temptation 


Miss Bush helped me dress while the other girls stood by and admired 


“We have never had any complaints about our re- 
muneration here not being enough. In fact, we are 
swamped with applications.” 

He gave me a long piercing look that brought a blush 
to my cheeks. I looked at the other salesgirls. All three 
of them were a good deal older than I was, for I was just 
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job and had been looking over a 
week and found nothing I liked. 

“You can start right away, then, 
if you like. Miss Bush will teach 
you the ropes.” 

With that he squeezed my hand 
in a way I resented and went for- 
ward, smiling to wait on a middle- 
aged customer who had just come 
in to buy some perfume. 

Miss Bush showed me where to 
hang my coat and hat. Then she 
gave me a shrewd look out of hard, 
painted eyes. 

“Harry Louis takes care of the 
women customers himself. He sure 
knows how to handle them, es- 
pecially the silly old ones who are 
beginning to go off in their looks. 
Harry strings them along till they're 
dizzy with flattery, but they keep 
guzzling it down and gawping for 
more, and he feeds it to ‘em. Lord! 
Some of them invite him to their houses, 
call for him in their cars, send the ma- 
chine to bring him late at night. I wish 
I had the dough he picks up.” 

I felt uncomfortable and sort of green 
and unsophisticated. I was used to busi- 
ness, having worked in a big store in 
Terre Haute; but this was all new to me. 
Miss Bush was studying me. 
“Say, kid, you look kind of unripe. 
Wonder why Louis hired your sort. 
Maybe he’s taken a fancy to you—and 
wants you for himself. Because you look 
like you’d not left the corn stalks so very 
long ago.” 
“T’ve only been in New York a week,” 
I said. 
“As I suspected. The dirty creature!” 
she exclaimed. “Well, kid, keep your 
eyes and ears open, that’s all the advice I 
can give you. Remember, you're on the 
wicked little old island of Manhattan and 
watch your step.” 
I did not know what she meant, but I 
felt that in some way she was warning 
me of some danger or trouble ahead. I 
me. 1 was fascinated but I made up my mind to watch my step. wanted to ask her more; but she seemed 
unwilling to give out any further infor- 
twenty-one. They looked hard and coarse, with bleached mation. Instead, she lined out to me my duties, and even 
bobbed hair and painted faces and very short skirts. then they struck me as rather phoney and queer. 

He put a peculiar looking card in my hand. It had a I watched Miss Bush. About nine o'clock a girl 
silly sort of a picture on it of a girl and a Cupid and it came in with a young fellow. She had close cropped, 
was scented with some cheap perfume. . much marcelled light hair, and no less than half a stick 

“T'll try anything once,” I laughed, for I did need a_ of cherry rouge on her lips, She was dressed like some- 
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Shop 


and lingerie like mad. 


fellow some question 
he lodked more un- 
comfortable than 
ever. 

At last he said, 
“Get what you want, 
Lily. I'll wait for 
you outside.” 

Lily looked pro- 
voked. While Miss 
Bush waited on her 
| looked out of the 
window to where a 
wonderful low yel- 
low roadster was 
parked at the curb. 

“Know who my 
boy frien’ is?” Lily 
asked. “Well, I've 
done well for myself 
this time. It’s Doug- 
las Peabody, Jr. 
Yes, the very one. 
Millionaire popper’s 
only precious son 
and heir. And he’s 
wild about me. Hon- 
est. He thinks I’m 
a sweet young thing 
trying to land a job 
in a chorus and hav- 
ing such a hard time 
to stay honest. He 
wants to help me. 
Isn't that perfect? 
He’s really a_ nice 
kid; too nice to let 
loose. I’m going to 
sting him good. 
There, Bushy, I'l 
take that blue fou- 
lard. I'll slip it on 
and then ask my 
sweetie if he likes it 
-and of course, 
he'll say yes. I say 
there,” she turned to 


me, “go out and tell my boy fren’ I want him to come 
in for a minute.” Then 
screened off dressing-rooms at the back. 

My heart beat just a bit faster as I went out to the 
curb to ask the young man to come in. 

“Hello,” he said in a pleasant, jolly way. 

“The young lady you brought wants you a minute.” 

“Say, I don’t want to go back in there again. If it’s 
money she wants tell her to go ahead, get whatever she 
He flushed with embarrassment as his eyes 


wants.” 


met mine. Then he added almost as if he felt he wanted 
to explain his actions to me, “Poor little devil, she’s down 
on her luck. She told me her friend had stolen all her 


thing out of a side-show, but she seemed greatly pleased 
with herself. The young man looked embarrassed and 
ill at ease, as if he were not accustomed to coming in a 
woman's shop to buy girls’ things. I caught his eye and 
a look of sympathy and understanding seemed to pass 
between us, as if we both thought the other rather out 
of place in this shop. 

He was young and very good-looking, with gray eyes, 
a well-cut nose and lightish brown hair. He was tall 
and slim and looked like a college athlete. The girl 
behaved as if she owned him and began buying stockings 
very time she turned to ask the 


my errand. 


Your Children Going 
to the Bad? 


Prize Letter Contest for Parents 


HAT'S the matter with the boys and girls 
\ \ / of today? Why do some older people look 
upon them as though they were lost souls? 
Are they worse than the boys and girls of twenty-five 
years ago? 
SMART SET wants to know. So it is asking Dad, 
yes, and Mother, too. 


Be honest with yourselves; recall your own youth and 
hold it up close to the life your children are living. What's 
the difference? Didn't you spoon? Is there any differ- 
ence between spooning and petting? Is there more 
drinking among young folks than there was when you 
were kids? Do they stay out later? Is there more sick- 
ness of mind and body? Is there less normal enjoyment 
of life? 


Think about this, you parents, and then write down 
what you think. 


SMART SET will give ten prizes for the ten best 
letters from you parents telling: 


WHAT'S WRONG WITH OUR CHILDREN. 
For the best letter SMART SET will pay $15; for the 
second best $10; for the third best $5; for the next seven 
best $1 each. The letters should not be over 300 words 
long. The Editors of SMART SET will act as judges. 
Contest closes October roth, 1926. 


Here is a chance for you parents to say what you 
think about your sons and daughters. Are they lost 
souls or are they bright youngsters who will make good 
men and women and, perhaps, critical fathers and mothers? 

This is your chance to be honest and maybe help some 
boy or girl. 


Address all letters to Contest Editor, SMART 
SET, 119 West goth Street, New York City, N. Y. 


clothes, and she can't land a job until she gets others.” 

So he had believed that yarn. 
must be! Somehow his having told me this made me 
happy ; for | hated to think of any one as nice as he was 
being mixed up with a girl like that Lily. We stood 
talking for quite a few minutes, and I completely forgot 


she disappeared into the 


with Louis. 
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What a nice fellow he 


“] don't suppose you would consider going for a drive 
with me sometime,” he said. “It sounds kind of rotten 
asking you like this when I've come here with that other 
girl, but she doesn't mean a thing in the world to me. 
I met her at a wild party and somehow she fastened 


herself to me. You—you're 
different 

I felt myself blush. I did 
not know what to say. | 
wanted to accept, but some- 
how the thought of that Lily 
interfered. 

“Suppose I drop by for 
you tomorrow night? What 
time do you get through 
here ?” 

“I’m not sure. You see 
this is my first day in the 
store. 

He gave me the nicest 
smile. 

“Well, I'll drop by about 
ten. You be ready.” 

Just then from the door- 
way of the shop I saw Bush 
beckoning to me. She looked 
mad. I hurried in. 

“Say, what's the big idea?” 
she asked. “Trying to cut 
out some one? That Lily 
Barton is one of my _ best 
customers and she’s raising 
the devil on account of you 
trying to steal her fellow.” 

“Why, I wasn’t,” but be- 
fore I could say another 
word a_half-dressed fiend 
sprang out at me from be- 
hind the screen. I felt her 
finger nails tear down my 
arm. 

“Say, how do you get that 
way? Trying to crab my 
act, you low down sneak!” 
Lily shrieked at me. “I saw 
you out there making eyes 
and blushing and trying to 
date him up. Say, what kind 
of a dump is this anyway? 
I'm off you people here for 
life. Gimme my dress and 
let me go. I don’t want 


nothing I bought here either! You can keep your stuff.” 

Louis and Miss Bush did their best to quiet her, but 
she was wild. At last they said that they would dis- 
charge me if that was what she wanted. She gave me 
a mean look, shrugged and finally went behind the screen 


“He's giving her a shot,’’ Miss Bush confided to me. 
“Lord, the way that girl goes to pieces! She's all jazzed 
up with coke and half the time doesn’t know what she 
says or does; but Louis can handle her. She'll go out 
of here meek as a lamb. 
I hope. Never flirt with any fellow these girls bring in.” 

I was miserable, sick at heart. [Turn to page 140] 
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Here Heads That 


First National's 
own Seastrom 


One of the best heads in Holly 
wood. It's Marion Davies's 
and has brains inside it A 
Black locks and Kathleen 
Key. She's opened the door 
toward fame at MG-M 


Dorothy Sebastian is at the 
head of Metro's comedy ranks 


Mae Murray, Metro's 


miracle, lets birds of par- 
adise go to her lovely head 
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Ljssom Greta Garbo made such a hit in her first 

picture Metro put her in the great open spaces of this 

evening gown in “The Temptress.” Of panne velvet, 

black and brief, it sunbursts into rhinestones on 
shoulder and hip 


Garbing Mass Garbo 


and Other Movie Garbs 
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*eAA well gowned nymph is Florence Gilbert featured in Fox's “Fig 

Leaves,” in this tailored frock with exotic sleeves and matching hat. 

Turning to the right and going in for deeper things, you behold how 

a little lingerie goes a long way. Then, since it’s the foundation that 

makes a well dressed woman, gaze over .o the left on this charm- 
ing pierced-arrow effect of softest satin 
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How high can silk wigged Violet 
fly? These Sennett girls do get on 
so and Violet's last name is Byrd 


Water cold? Thelma Hill doesn’t give a 

hoot. She's got a little rabbit skin to 

wrap her pretty shoulders in, while next 

to her Gladys Hampton tries putting 4 

little basket weave around the hipline 
They're both Sennetters 


No, no, Margaret — 
Livingston of Fox 
is not lying down — 
on her job. She's “4 
simply doing her — 
beautiful bit to 
keep the sands of 
the beaches from 


growing cold 


Beach 
Beaches 
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I. I were that kind of 
man, I could blame the 
philandering impulse for 
my affair with Dexter 
Elisworth’s wife. But, 
| never have gone in for 
that sort of thing, and 
after my late experience | 
am less likely than ever to 
do so. 

However, I still am sus- 
ceptible to either direct, or 
implied challenge. You 
know how it is. We go 
along the even level of our 
certain ways until some one 
kindles fire inside of us by 
saying, or inferring, they 
are better than we are at 
some particular thing. 

Well, even from hearsay, 
Maida Ellsworth was all 
the feminine challenge since 
Eve rolled into one slender 
Titian woman. She was 
the gorgeous lady that 
every man stood on _ his 
head for, and threw his 
heart at. Not that she en- 
couraged such amorous 
gymnastics. There the 
challenge! She was simply 
her beautiful and romanti- 
cally aloof self; and you, 
the helpless male, fell for 
her without a ghost of 
rhyme, reason or chance. 

Billy Hampton, who had 
gotten me to join his Pike- 
side Country Club in the 
Green Spring Valley coun- 


try of Baltimore, was the.man who laughed at Maida’s 
qualities. as Cleopatra while we dressed for dinner. 


“I wanted to see you more than anything else in the world,” 
I whispered taking her hands, as we stood close together. 
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luck, Bob, when you meet her,” he laughed. 
how, it won't be long now, boy. 


I Thought 
W if 
Knew Nothing of 

My Affair 
Until 
I Learned that 

I Was Only 
Another Blind 
Husband 


And it was his certainty 
that I would fall for the 
lady like all the others that 
really made her represent 
such a challenge. After all, 
even a_ non-philandering 
male discovers he possesses 
some masctline vanity the 
moment his security is 
threatened by a woman of 
the Maida Ellsworth type. 

Cool, Billy said she was. 
Not in her mannerisms. 
Very congenial, and friend- 
ly. Damn it, there was the 
trouble! If her manner 
toward men had been like 
her re-action to their ef- 
forts at romancing, she 
wouldn’t have had them all 
tumbling at her feet .. . 
If you know what | mean, 
Mrs. Ellsworth was cold 
only on the matter of shar- 
ing the feelings she aroused 
in the legion that courted 
her; though she was mar- 
ried. 

Also, besides his assump- 
tion that I would find my- 
self among her futile suit- 
ors, there was something 
else which added force to 
my decision to accept her 
as a challenge. It was a 
little glimmer of hope pro- 
duced by Billy’s news that 
she had asked my identity 
when I passed the club 
veranda on my way in. 

“Well, here’s to a little 
“Any- 
We're going up to 
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Harvey Johnson's 
cocktail party. Al- 
ways gives the first 
one. Sort of a club 
sheik. All the wo- 
men, but Maida, 
have gone for a 
buggy ride with 
Harvey ... But, re- 
member, lay a heavy 
barrage for Maida. 
I'll boost your stock 
first chance. She 
ought to know you 
were All-American 
back for Cornell— 
D.S.C. and Croix de 
Guerre man in 

“Thanks, but if 
I'm a Mrs. Ellsworth 
casualty I'd rather 
you would look out 
for my wife, Billy. 
She’s a bit like my- 
self on this summer 
romancing subject. 
Doesn't go in for it, 
and damned narrow- 
minded about the 
whole thing—” I 
said, as we went out 
of the locker room. 

Harvey Johnson's 
cocktail party was a 
delightful madhouse. 
Every one seemed 
bent upon out-talk- 
ing, out-gesturing, 
and out-drinking the 
other. With old 
friends who had not 
seen each other in 
months all but pum- 
meling each other, 
and newcomers 
like Harriet and 
myself being intro- 
duced, it was impos- 
sible to catch names. 
But, [I’m sure that 
even if I'd never 
heard Maida Ells- 
worth’s name from 
Billy | should have 
caught it as the one 
coherent sound of all 
that din and hub- 
bub. For there was 
something about the 
woman that invested 
men with the power 
of concentration. 

[I am sorry I am 
not adept, nor prac- 
ticed in the art of 
describing beauty. 
Perhaps, if Maida Ellsworth’s allure had been of the very personality that practiced a seduction fatal to men. 
kind that lent itself easily to words; if it had been of a Graceful slenderness accentuated Maida’s height, and 


Anger burned away the numbness shock had caused. I 


conventional quality, memory would inspire me now. her hair made a golden contrast with the blue of her the 
However, it was mysteriously more than what my eyes eyes—almost as much a charming contrast as that made oli 


heheld. Something, 1 should say, there was about her by the whiteness of her shapely shoulders and arms 
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she said, her voice 
throaty. “You're; the 
living image of Tom 
Winslow, a man ! used 
to see quite a bit. | know 
we all hate to remind 
others of some one else. 
You'll forgive me for 
this first offense, Mr. 
Richardson? It was such 
a remarkable resem- 
blance that I asked who 
you were to be sure you 
weren't really Tom.” 

A flat feeling descend- 
ed upon me in spite of 
the drinks I had taken 
aboard since leaving the 
locker-room. I suppose 
I might as well be hon- 
est about the whole 
thing. I had gotten quite 
a little kick from Billy’s 
telling me that Mrs. 
Ellsworth had inquired 
as to my identity. Se- 
cretly, | had hoped that 
for reasons of her own 
she had felt some in- 
terest in me. It was 
rather a let-down to 
know she had asked 
simply because | re- 
minded her of a Tom 
Winslow. 

“I wish I were Mr. 
Winslow,” I said, certain 
she would infer what | 
wanted her to. At that 
moment a chap named 
Harris came up, and our 
little plunge into per- 
sonalities was over. 

Billy Hampton sidled 
up, and after slyly 
chucking me in the ribs, 
whispered he had invited 
Ellsworth to dine at our 
table. He was bent upon 
giving me every possible 
chance to make a play 
for Mrs. Ellsworth. If 
there .had been oppor- 
tunity I would have ex- 
plained why she'd in- 
quired ‘about me. But, 
there was not, because 
Harriet and _ Sylvia, 
Billy's pretty wife, 
joined us then .. . 

Thanks to Billy, I sat 
» next to Maida at dinner. 
Every one was sparkling 
from Johnson's cock- 
tails. But, Maida out- 
shone everybody. Her 
conversation and repartee 


told myself I was just another blind husband. 


Ager against an ebony Paris creation she wore so snugly to were brilliant. By the time the music started I was 
ak ton the lines and curves of her body. In such uproar there hopelessly skidding. The first time I danced with her 
sande was little chance for me to'claim much of her time or should have been a warning. But, I was deliberately 
_——— attention. Still, we managed to get in a few words: reckless enough then not to try and deny her lovely ap- 


“I think I saw you coming in with Mr. McHardy,” peal. 1 often attemnt to excuse my subsequent actions 
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“To our little adventure in challenge and love,” toasted my wife, and with a sigh of relief, we drank it down. 


by saying that such efforts would have proved futile. 
My consciousness of Maida Ellsworth’s allurements be- 
came a soft fire weaving through me. 

That chap Harris whom I came to hate that night for 
his pursuit of Mrs. Ellsworth, broke on me after the 


first encore. I wanted to choke him as I felt Maida 
slipping out of my arms, a very tantalizing sort of 
“thank you” on her red lips. 

| stood bewildered in the maze of swaying dancers. 
The music seemed far-away. I felt as if I had been un- 
expectedly dropped 6ff into space. Then, at the vision 
of Maida dancing across the floor, the music throbbed 
in my ears. I took a step forward. I was tempted to 
rush over and break right back on Harris. Not quite 
the thing to do, of course. But, then the sight of 
Maida! The curve of her arms! The impassioned sug- 
gestion of rhythm her dancing created ! 

My next step sent me crashing into a couple. Harriet 
in the arms of Harvey Johnson! Of course, I should 
break. The thing to do. First dance and all that sort 
of thing. Probably never be sane enough to remember 
my duty if I didn't do it then. Harvey Johnson bowed 


himself away. Yes, I could see why women liked the 
man. Handsome devil. Brown as a nut. The romantic 
adventurer type. Well, he probably wouldn’t seek it in 
either place with Harriet. Not that she wasn’t stunning. 
But, she had a way of letting men know she didn’t go in 
for that sort of thing. If she had been the opposite. I 
might have found Harriet more interesting as a wife. 
As it was, her apparent preference for emotional placid- 
ity left me more susceptible to the challenge Maida Ells- 
worth threw down. 

“Bob, you’re out of step again.” : 

It was always that way when I danced with Harriet. 
I guess I didn’t try very hard to dance with her. There 
never seemed to be any pep to the music when we were 
on the floor together. I floundered on a féw steps 
further, inwardly blaming her for our Terpsichorean 
difficulties. 

“No use imposing on good music and nature, Bob. 
Let's sit it out,” she said. 

We started for our table. Along came Billy, pleas- 
antly tight by now. He swept Harriet away. I went 
to the table, poured out some Scotch, [Turn to page 92| 
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The Most Amazing 
story 
of a Beauty Shop 
Ever Told 


Homely 


York, and it considers itself the most important 

place in the world. When, therefore, I set up in 
business as a Beauty Specialist I took a suite of rooms 
on Fifth Avenue, for it was to Society | appealed for 
clients, the society in which I had mixed until my own 
extravagance made it necessary that I should do some- 
thing to earn my own living. 

Almost every house in old New York had a history, 
but although scores of books have been written about 
them, their most interesting histories have yet to be told. 

My family was rated high socially, but during the last 
generation our fortune had entirely vanished. There- 
fore when | decided to open a high class beauty parlor, 
| had the generous support of our old friends. Fortu- 
nately, one does not lose prestige these days for being 
in business. 


F IFTH AVENUE is the shopping center of New 


I knew my society when | started in the Aveuue and 
it was because I’ knew it I was confident of success. 
Men and women who live almost entirely for pleasure 
are crazy to make that pleasure last as long as possible, 
knowing that life is comparatively brief. It used to be 
said that women were unduly sensitive about their ages, 
but nowadays men are just as touchy on that subject. 
In the twentieth century, however, women are not con- 
tent to say they are young—they wish to look it—and 
that is why such a profession as that of Beauty Special- 
ist is possible. 

I have had many strange experiences and there are 
scores of wealthy women in society who owe their won- 
derful complexions to me. I have made an old dame of 
sixty pass for thirty-five in a ballroom and an elderly 
widow who lives in Gramercy Park is indebted to me 
entirely for the fact that she had a proposal of marriage 
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two years ago. But my most extraordinary experience 
was a commission to make a beautiful girl positively 
ugly for a fee of $500. 

| was chatting with my assistant, Paula Soames, a 
tall, handsome girl of thirty who had been in the busi- 
ness ten years and knew all the tricks of the trade, when 
the door opened and one of the loveliest girls | have 
ever seen entered. She really was so beautiful that if I 
tried to describe her | must use all the conventional and 
well-worn terms of the novelist, and yet there is no other 
way of conveying some idea of her exquisite loveliness. 
Her fair hair had a touch of gold in it, her forehead was 
like white marble, and her cheeks, tinged with the most 
delicate of pinks, were rounded off by an alluring mouth 
and chin. I noticed on closer acquaintance that her dark 
gray eyes had a curiously haunted look about them and 
that the red lips were at times strained, and suggested 
that she was keeping her temper with difficulty. Alto- 
gether, Miss White—that was the name she gave us— 
would have been typical of a Greek beauty had it not 
been for her undeniably American figure. I was vainly 
trying to discover something about her which we could 
audaciously promise to improve when she took a photo- 
graph from her bag and hanued it to me. 

“I understand you are Madame Clark,” she said, and 
her voice, strained and anxious, was in sharp contrast to 
her radiant beauty. “Look at that photograph, please, 
and tell me if you think you can make me resemble the 
original of it.” 

For a long two minutes I stared at the photograph, 
every moment growing more certain that this was an 
attempt to play a practical joke on me. Why should a 
very pretty girl wish to be made to resemble some one 
who was ugly compared with her? Was it possible that 
there was in New York a girl who desired not to be 
made beautiful but to be made ugly? I had heard a lot 
about Beauty Specialists and their experiences, but never 
anything like this. 

“You're not serious!” I exclaimed. “Surely, you're 
not anxious to look like this girl, whoever she is? She's 
not bad looking in her way, but to begin with, her nose 
is not quite straight, whereas yours is perfect, and her 
mouth is too large for the rest of her face. Then it 
seems to me fhat her eyelashes are too scanty and her 
hair not exactly a success. Of course, I'm using you as 
my standard of judgment. I can quite imagine that the 
original of this photograph is a pretty girl, but you're 
absolutely beautiful, and she would look hideous stand- 
ing next to you.” 


HAT I write must read like the grossest flattery, 

but at the time none of us in that office regarded 
my remarks as anything except obvious and even com- 
monplace. As for Miss White, she gave no indication 
that it affected her one way or the other. 

“We won't bother about that,” she said, speaking with 
an air of restraint which hinted at burning fires within. 
“The question is, can you make me look sufficiently like 
her to pass for her in a crowd? It may help you to 
know that we're the same height and pretty much the 
same figure. If you satisfy me I'll pay you a fee of five 
hundred dollars.” 

Paula Soames, who never lost her head, now took 
charge, realizing that I was too astonished to be capable 
of dealing adequately with the situation. But I think 


that [ was not altogether to blame, for, as I have said, this 
must have been the first time that a Beauty Specialist 
was commissioned to make one of her chents ugly in- 
stead of beautiful. 

“It will be the easiest thing in the world, Miss White,” 
she said, in that brisk, confident manner of hers which 
radiated efficiency. 


“It’s fortunate that you're fair. 


That will make it easy to turn you mto a brunette, and 
as for the slight twist at the tip of the nose we will man- 
age that without in any way permanently disfiguring you. 
Between you and me, it will be merely a matter of the 
skilful use of certain pigments.” 

“How long will it take you to do it?” asked Miss 
White, rising and buttoning her glove. 

“About a couple of hours,” said Paula, promptly. 
“That is, after we have had time to make a special study 
of your case. When do you wish the change to be ef- 
fected?” 

For a moment the color vanished from our strange 
client's, face and was replaced by a tense, nervous ex- 
pression which seemed to add ten years to her age. 

“Tomorrow morning,” she answered, to our astonish- 
ment. “I can come as early as you like, but I must leave 
your office not later than eleven.” 

For the sake of five hundred dollars we would have 
worked all night, and so we readily promised that if she 
called at eight we would be ready for her. 


a HAT will give us plenty of time and leave no 
room for mistakes,” said Paula, who had to take 

upon herself the role of spokeswoman because | was still 

too flabbergasted to be able to think or speak clearly. 

“What do you think of it?” I asked, when Paula re- 
turned after escorting Miss White to the top of the 
staircase. “Is she mad?” 

“I simply don’t know what to think,” she answered, 
with a laugh. “I never thought the moment we saw her 
that we were going to make a cent, much less five hun- 
dred dollars out of her! All the time I've been trying to 
solve the mystery but I haven't the glimmering of an 
idea yet.” She picked up the photograph which Miss 
White had left with us as the model from which we 
were to work. “I wonder who she is,” she murmured, 
as if speaking to herself, “I suppose she’s a stranger to 
you, Miss Clark?” 

“I certainly never heard of her before,” I said, confi- 
dently. “She's pretty enough, isn’t she?” 

“When she had that photograph taken she was cer- 
tainly very happy, for it 1s the happiness in her eyes that 
makes her look so pretty,” Paula said. “It seems ridicu- 
lous to talk of being pretty after one has seen such a 
beautiful girl as Miss White.” 

I was so haunted by curiosity that I scarcely’ slept 
that night, and but for my excitement as the moment 
approached for the second appointment with Miss White 
1 would have felt completely exhausted. But when at 
five minutes to eight she arrived we were soon too busy 
to have time for thinking of anything else. We had 
prepared everything, and at the end of a little more than 
two hours Miss White would have passed in anything 
but the strongest daylight as the original of the photo- 
graph. We had dyed her fair hair to an almost ebony 
black, touched up her eyelashes so that they appeared 
to be thin and sparse, and by a few deft applications of 
cosmetics had—apparently—added half an inch to the 
length of her mouth. In fact, we completely trans- 
formed her, and that she was fully satisfied she showed 
by an involuntary exclamation of delight when standing 
in front of a six-foot mirror she glanced at herself and 
then at the photograph held tightly in her right hand. 

“It’s wonderful!” she gasped, and although her ex- 
pression was Still anxious there were tears of joy in her 
eyes. “They'll all think that——” 

She suddenly became conscious that she was not alone 
and stopped in confusion. 

“Here's your fee,” she added, hastily, and putting on 
her hat and coat actually ran out of the room. 

It was now nearly half past ten and neither of us had 
touched any breakfast. Consequently we were feeling 


70 


Metru-GoldwintMaver 


A hush fell upon the congregation as the door of the church 


was a replica of the 


and to the general amazement a second bride appeared whe 
one at the altar. , 


tather faint and when Paula went off to get us both started nervously when the door opened and closed again. 


something to eat I sank on to the sofa and closed my 


tyes. I think I was dozing when she returned, for | 


“Here you are,” she exclaimed, with a smile, “and 
I've brought two newspapers.” [Turn to page''9g} 
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The Storm Forced Us 
a Deserted (abin; 
the Hills Demanded 
This Old Moonshiner’ s 


tenor singing a song of the hills. I caught only 
a bit of it before the singer came into sight, 
heading along the highway that led to the mountains. 


| \VROM behind the inn came the voice of a cracked 


“There's a laugh for ye 
In a jug o rum, 
Aw’ there’s warmth in good corn likker.” 


Because of his deeply lined fea- 
tures and frosted locks, one might 
have guessed his years at any- 
where between fifty and seventy. 

“Moonshiner ?” I queried. 

Cooper, proprietor of the moun- 
tain hostelry, nodding, continued : 


“Get up you, Jed Hos- 
kins,” cried the girl, “If 
you want this gun come 
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to ‘Remain in 


the Code of 
That I Marry 


Pretty ‘Daughter 


“Yes, Mr. Gaynor. That’s Dumb Billy, a good na- 
tured half-wit who’s lived in these hills since long before 
I came he¥e from up North. Guess he don’t do much 
stilling now. But he’s mighty useful to them as does, 
as a lookout. His eyes make up for what his brain 
lacks. He can spot a revenuer as far as he can glimpse 
him.” 

His reply had given me a thrill. I had come to Col- 
linsville, in this Southerine mountain country, in search 
of adventure, in the hope of encountering an unusual 
type of people and beautiful places to paint. And, in 
my first morning there, my anticipations were beginning 
to be realized. For never had I encountered quite so 
unusual a person as Dumb Billy. 

Instinctively | wished Gail were with me; beautiful, 
sensible, keen-witted Gail Ashton, to whom I would re- 
turn and whom I would marry, after I had had a bit of 
a fling, had seen a little of life in the out-of-the-way 
places of this strange world. 

I felt certain she would 
have shared my _ interest, 
would have joined enthusias- 
tically with me in searching 
out these unusual people, 


winning their’ confidence and seeing where and how 
they lived. 

Gail and I had been reared in the same circle; the 
circle which confines its activities to New York’s middle 
east side and Wall street, mostly. But I never had 
taken seriously to business. 

For years it had been understood that we would mar- 
ry—some day. Times without number we had discussed 
the outside world, my yearning for a taste of life be- 
yond the walled confines of the monster city. She had 
sympathized with me. But at the same time she had in- 
sisted that I had been cast to play a certain role. Pro- 
saic and narrow though my field might be, she urged me 
to play the game as destiny had intended. Never would 


“T'll come, ye little fool, 
Jed answered. “But 
when I tell your pap 
“bout this stranger 
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she concede that 
my duty was other 
than to fulfill my 
father’s wishes. 
Painting and travel 
could be my recre- 
ation, but they must 
not come first. 

However, after a 
final unsuccessful 
effort to dissuade 
me from my pur- 
pose, she made me 
promise, should my 
excursion into un- 
tried fields not turn 
out as I had hoped, 
I would come home 
and take up the 
work for which I 
had been trained. 

“Queer sort of 
people around 
here,” | resumed, 
as Cooper again 
came toward me. 
“I came down here 
to study them while 
painting your 
mountains.” 

He glanced about 
quickly and _ then 
moved closer. 

“Let me give 
you a few words 
of advice, Mr. 
Gaynor. They may 
save you a lot of 
trouble, or worse. 
Coming from New 
York, these moun- 
taineers may seem 
queer. But don't 
treat them and 
their customs 
lightly. Aid don’t 
go snooping 
around. Just stick 
close to your paint- 
ing while here.” 

“Why, I hope I 
don't look like a spy or a prohibitionist,” I said lightly. 

“That don’t make much difference. These men are 
making liquor contrary to the laws. But you can’t make 
them believe they are doing wrong. And they'll kill, in 
the open or from ambush, anyone they suspect intends 
them trouble. To offset that, they stack up almost as 
fanatics in morals, and most of them go to church. They 
hold their women as sacred as anybody; more so than 
most. And the man who crosses one of their wives or 
daughters or interferes with their liquor traffic is flirting 
with certain death. They're a law unto themselves, and 
we in town don’t bother them much or they us. Of 
course | know the woman part don’t interest you. But 
I'm telling that so’s you'll understand what an unusual 
combination they are.” 

“Thanks, awfully. I'll take your advice. But I know 
they and their habits are going to be interesting ; even if 
I have to study both at long range.” 

Swinging my painting kit and stool across my should- 
ers, | headed out into the blistering sun and trudged away 
mountainward. And, within minutes, my eves had taken 


“Now ye choose,” Big Nat shouted at his daughter. “Marry him or out he goes—and ye know what 


in so much landscape that was beautiful, so many per- 
sons whose like I never had glimpsed elsewhere than on 
the stage, that 1 had practically forgotten Cooper's 
warnings. 

Before coming to Collinsville I had been told that 
there, as perhaps in no other stretch in America, was 
a most glorious combination of rambling mountains, 


tumbling streams and luxuriant foliage. Unquestion- 
ably the fact that I would meet a type of people, new and 
strange to me, also had exerted an influence. 

In my life there had been few opportunities for adven- 
ture or excitement. But six months previous, | had ar- 
rived at my majority and had come into the money left 
me by my mother. Then, despite argument and entreaty, 
I had broken my father’s guiding strings and gone forth 
to paint, to see and mingle with those I never had known. 

That was the reason | had struck out for new fields; 
with a long course of study in Paris at the end of my 
rainbow. That was why I was stumbling over the rutted 
trail which began at the edge of the town and zig-zagged 
up into the wooded hill country of the moonshiners. 
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that means.” What followed was a nightmare through which I went in a daze. 


It was all so wonderful, so new, that I could not pause 
and begin my work, carried on from one beauty spot to 
another by the ever present promise of more splendid 


scenes beyond. I had been climbing an hour, perhaps 
two, and was making my way toward where I heard the 
fall of water, when my ears caught the sound of voices, 
of a man and a woman. The pitch rose until the tones 
were angry. Then came a cry, of a woman injured or 
frightened. 

Dropping my kit, I ran forward. Behind a clump of 
bushes I beheld the speakers, a heavy-set, evil faced 
youth of perhaps twenty-five who, while his wind- 
bronzed features twisted themselves into a leer, held 
close a slip of a girl who fought to free herself from his 
brutal clutch. 


“Give me a kiss, I tell ye, and I'll let ye go,” he cried, . 


twisting his prisoner about so that he was able to bring 
his ugly face close to hers. The next instant he caught 
sight of me. But before he could move, I caught his 
throat and shook him till his hold relaxed. 

“Are you hurt?” I asked the girl. 


“No, not much.” Then, 
suddenly, she darted past 
me, snatched up a gun lean- 
ing against a tree and point- 
ed it at the man who 
crouched with outstretched 
hand. He had attempted to 
crawl to the weapon, prob- 
ably with the intention of 
shooting me in the back. 

“Get up you, Jed Hos- 
kins, or I'll fire. If you 
want this gun back, come to 
our house tonight and you 
can explain to my father— 
and Tom.” 

“I'll come, ye little fool. 
But when I tell your pap 
‘bout ye takin’ up with this 
stranger, me 4 

“Gol” She raised the 
gun a few inches. 

“T’'ll go, all right.” The 
clumsy brute pulled himself 
to his feet, but his eyes held 
me with a look of burning 
hate. “As fer ye, mister 
man, I don’t know who ye 
be or why ye’re here. But 
don’t let me catch ye in 
these hills again. Cause, 
next time, I'll have my gun, 
and ye won't be too quick to 
stop what’s comin’ to ye.” 
With an insolent grimace at 
the girl, he shambled away 
into the forest. 

“And now,” I said to the 
girl, who had lowered the 
weapon with a sign of re- 
lief, “tell me what it’s all 
about.” 

“I’m sorry to get you into 
this trouble,” she 
smiled; “but—well I’m Bes- 
sie Zhado. And my father, 
Big Mat, owns a place fur- 
ther up in the hills. I’m 
engaged to some one who 
lives up there, but works in 
town. But Jed’s been fol- 
lowing me around ever since we went to school together. 
He just won't believe I’m going to marry Tom.” She 
blushed. “My sweetheart’s name is Tom Wheeler.” 

“Tom’s in luck. He surely should be proud—” 

“I guess he is,” she interrupted. “I met Jed on the 
trail here. He must have been following me. He want- 
ed me to kiss him. I wouldn't. Then you came. But I 
want to thank you, if you'll tell me your name.” 

“Never mind the thanks,” I said. “But I’m Frank 
Gaynor. I live in New York when I’m at home, but I 
came down here to paint the mountains and trees. I 
dropped my kit a ways back when I heard you scream.” 

Her brows suddenly drew down and the smile left her 
lips. “Do you intend to come up here in the hills 
again?” 

“Surely, tomorrow. ‘Today I'll just wander around, 
after I’ve seen you safely to your home.” 

“No,” she said decisively. “I'll be safe—with the 
gun. And please keep away from here. Jed is bad and 
revengeful. He’ll be sure to find you and, probably, 
will shoot you as he threatened.” [Turn to page 116} 
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Do Men Prefer 
BEAUTY 


To Brains? 


(Men talk about wanting a smart, 
clever girl as a wife. Do they mean it? 
(Is the bright girl as popular as the 
pretty girl? (What do you readers of 
Smart Set think of this? (Is this hus- 
band of a Dumbell all wrong, or how 
do you feel about it? (Let's settle 
this question once and for all. ( Write 
the Editor of Smart Set what you think. 


The Girl I Married 
Isn't Too SMART 
For Me 
So «My Home is a 
PARADISE 
and I'm the Envy 
of all My 


FRIENDS 


or a “Dumb Dora,” whichever one of those pet- 
Websterian appellations you prefer. And | sup- 
pose you would be right. Whichever she is | am glad 
of it. She doesn’t bother her pretty head about the 
things that tear other women away from their homes. 
It was her giggle that attracted me first- 
the most infectious, tinkling, musical little 
giggle in the world. | heard it first on a 
crowded street and spent the rest of the day 
finding out which girl owned the giggle and 
in getting introduced to her and the giggle. 
That, and the beauty of her face and form 
and her fluffy, tousled hair which always 
seems to be doing exactly what she doesn't 
want it to do, completed my conquest. She 
and | have spent hours talking about that 
hair. It is a subject complicated enough to 
occupy her mind completely and a topic of con- 
versation that gives me the relaxation | need. 

And I mustn't forget her absolute loyalty to me. 
She is for me one hundred percent, whether | am right 
or wrong. She thinks I am the greatest living human 
being and she doesn’t hesitate to say so, whether or not 
the occasion is opportune. She thinks | am a composite 
character, embracing all of the good qualities and nouc 
of the faults of Apollo, Hercules, Rudolph Valentino 
and General Pershing, although I doubt very much if 
she has more than a vague idea of who those heroes 
were and are. 

I am the Big Boy with her. She forgets everything 
and everybody when my interests are involved. That's 
another one of her virtues that appeals to me. She can't 
remember from one day to the next what was bothering 
her the day before so | am never forced to help her with 
her worrying. I do all of the worrying for the family 
and when that is finished I can go home and find peace 
and happiness. 

I am a sales director by profession. By parental 
edict | was educated as an attorney in one of our lead- 
ing universities but I dropped out of the law as soon 
as I realized it was not for me. | am just a plain, 
ordinary man, with all of the shortcomings of a plain, 
ordinary man. I haven't set the world ablaze by my 
brilliance and if you were to look at me I would not ap- 
pear to you at all as a vision of all that is good, hon- 


if SUPPOSE you would say my wife is a “dumbell” 


at 
™ 
= . 
a 
3 
4 ¥ : 
5 
| 
\ 
rw 
i 76 
rh 


Have 


orable, handsome and brave. But that’s the way my wife always sees me. 

Nobody but a dumb woman could think what she does about me and 
that’s one of the reasons I wouldn't trade her for any other woman in the 

world. All men like to be praised and my wife not only tells me what she 
thinks of me but she tells all of our friends, relatives and neighbors. 

Now you are probably saying to yourself, “Oh, he'll get over it soon. 
He’s a newlywed and that dumb wife will get monotonous after he has 
listened to her giggle for a few years.” Well, I have been listening to 
that giggle for nearly eight years now and it sounds sweeter to me every 
day. And my wife gets prettier every day and I love her more every day 

The selling business is a peculiar one. You have to be all things to 
all men. One of the most intelligent men from whom I ever learned 
anything about it or about life in general told me when I was a young 
fellow, just breaking into the business: 

“Never swear unless the other fellow swears first. The profane 
man doesn’t mind if you are not profane and the man who does not swear 
is very likely to be annoyed, if not offended, if you are profane.” 

This advice has helped me to make many a useful dollar and I have al- 
ways followed it. If the other fellow talks like a mule driver I try to 
treat him to a few epithets that will enhance his vocabulary. If he pulls 
Harvard English on me I endeavor to Princeton right back at him. Thus 
| am constantly pitting my wit and my intellect and my education against 
the other fellow’s. 

When I have done this all day, and sometimes well into the night, it is 
most comforting and inspiring to me to know that when I get home my 
wife won't meet me at the gate with a burning desire to know something 
about the Einstein theory. 

My mind gets all of the stimulus and exercise it requires. So it gives 
me a sense of satisfaction and well being that keeps my spirits at high tide 
during the long hard day to know that when I get home at night my wife 
will not want to engage in a debate over some abstruse scientific subject 
or ask me to rehearse the activities of my hours in the office. She hardly 
knows what I do for a living. She knows I’m not a burglar and that I 
have something to do with business but it’s all too deep for her and she 
lets it go at that. 

You may be saying to yourself, “Ah, but this man never knew what it 
was to have a wife who could meet him on an intellectual plane, who could 
stir his brain to greater effort and a larger sphere of activity by constant 
exchange of ideas from within the home. Look at the women who have 
lifted their husbands out of obscurity into fame. Look at the women who 
have made faltering failures of husbands. Look at the women who have re- 
formed men who had been given up by even their best friends as hopeless.” 

Well said and well done! I am not here to quarrel 
with them or their husbands or you. More power to the 
ladies and more power to their husbands. I am merely 
reciting my own ideas on the subject [Turn to page 36} 
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What Value 
Do You Place 


EAR girls, your Summer holiday is over, and 
D possibly, also, your Summer romance has come 
to an end, though it seemed so thrilling! 

Probably you played about gayly and proudly with a 
youth you would hardly look at in town in December. 
But men are scarce at Summer resorts. And what a 
temptation to return home engaged even though the en- 
gagement might be a bit brittle! 

Of course an engagement is easier gotten into than 
out of and you may wish by this time that you had gone 
a little slower. But sentiment was in the air and you 
caught it! All your own fault, you know. If Summer 
girls didn’t make themselves so irresistible, there would 
be fewer engagements to face and break in the Fall. 

“Still it sometimes happens, doesn’t it, that the attrac- 
tion which draws two Summer vacation mates together 
is mental as well as physical and amounts to more than 
desire for amusement. In such a case your engagement 
may endure and lead to a marriage of love and lasting 
affection. 

Here's hoping your Summer memories are wonderful 
and without regret. Certain it is you enjoyed glorious 
freedom. You doubtless spent hours on the beach in 
your one-piece bathing suit, bare-armed, bare-legged, 
bare-headed, playing hand-ball or lying lazily on the 
sand chatting with that interesting young man, who 
whispered silly but sweet nothings to you about mer- 
maids and kissed you underneath the shelter of your 
beach umbrella 

Do you remember the night you and he motored along 
a lonely road? The car broke down and you had to wait 
hours while he mended it. You arrived at your hotel at 
five o'clock, in the morning, then went out for coffee, 
ham and eggs. 

Of course it was all perfectly harmless and nobody 
thought anything about it. But ten years ago, do you 
realize you might have been turned out of a reputable 
family summer hotel for just such an escapade ? 

Your parents if they knew, and were very stern, might 
have disowned you then, or at the very least forced you 
to marry the man with whom you spent the hours of the 
night, unchaperoned. 
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You girls of today enjoy a degree of 
freedom unheard of by girls of any 
other generation. But you know well 
how to take care of yourselves and 
men of today are accustomed to in- 
formality, if not familiarity, at every 
party they attend. So the chances are, 
you are able to handle easily and suc- 
cessfully, the temptations that come 
with unrestricted freedom. 

If you have real self-respect, you 
are safe, and you would be safe 
among civilized people, anywhere. 
Without self-respect all the chaperon- 
age in the world won't keep you safe 
from your own self. 

The modern girl knows that the value she places on 
herself is the value others will place on her. And she 
prefers to be of inestimable value, precious and rare, to 
the man she hopes one day to wed, rather than a marked- 
down bargain, slightly shop-worn, to be had cheaply. 

A generation ago, nice girls might not talk frankly 
about the facts of life—they were not supposed to know 
about them. A girl would hesitate to mention limbs and 
would never speak of legs. Ankles were permissible, 
knees unspeakable. 

“Sex appeal” was a word that shocked society. Today 
it’s laughed at as a chestnut joke along with sheiks. 


GIRL wore several heavy, trailing petticoats then, 

to be thought modest. She was restricted, shielded, 
sheltered, protected, kept in ignorance, handed from the 
custody of her parents to that of her husband. A girl 
who didn’t manage to wed before twenty-five was a 
pitiable, pathetic, burdensome old maid. 

If a man kissed you, he was honor-bound to marry you. 
When you married, you obeyed your husband. 

Aren't you lucky to be young today instead of in those 
so-called “good old days”? You have the advantages, 
without the disadvantages, of all the ages. 

The automobile is one of the weapons with which 
youth has attained freedom and it is slowly but surely 
modifying the conventions. Naturally, courtship pro- 
ceeded in a leisurely supervised way at a girl's home in 
other days or on lover’s-lane strolls. 

But now the automobile and good roads enable young 
people to reach remote spots quickly and to dance at 
road-houses and wayside inns, where the restraints of 
home and home neighborhoods are not available to quell 
unruly emotions that may follow coarse music and in- 
ferior liquor. 

There is no use in trying to oppose the spirit of an 
age. You cannot be expected to give up freedom to 
dance and ride. But some things are unchanging. 

Wherever you motor, wherever you stop for jazz and 
dancing, there is still an unseen chaperone controlling 
your actions—honor. | 

“T could not love thee, dear, so much, loved I not honor 


Your 

on Your | 


artha adison 
Mender of 


more,” is the motto, | am sure,of the modern girl and boy. 

So if you decide to “joy-ride” see that you do so with roken €a rrs 
a companion whom you know well and can trust. In- 
sist that he return you to your home at a reasonable 
hour. Do not frequent road-houses where liquor is 
served. Even though you may not drink, you will be 
credited with doing so and may find yourself at the 
mercy of those under the influence of poisonous bootleg. 


N A certain Eastern state, flaming youth has been re- 

moved from the steering wheel of the automobile be- 
cause ten percent. of the drivers under eighteen meet 
with accidents, whereas, the proportion among adult 
drivers is only three per cent. This denying of licenses 
seems hard on young folks but the fact remains that 
safety means little, speed much to the average youth. 

Freedom must be earned by fitness. Too much license, 
an automobile—hip flasks—a collision—broken bodies— 
what price experience ! 

Modern girls think. They realize that drinking re- 
moves barriers and dulls judgment. So it’s safe to say 
that the representative girl does not drink, either openly 
or “on the quiet.” : 

The question of automobiles for under-graduate college 
students is much-discussed just now, because of 
the high percentage of serious accidents and the 
lower rate of scholarship that accompany car 
ownership in so many cases. 

Still, it is to be hoped that regulation, rather 
than abolition, of the automobile will remedy 
this situation. For how is a college boy going to 
win the favor of his “prom girl” without the ever 
present aid of a car, even thought it be but a fliv- 
ver! It seems to me, college men now and then 
got into trouble at college in Dad’s day without the aid of 
a car. Why blame cars for all the frailties of human 
nature ? 

The State universities, so popular throughout Amer- 
ica, may be called cradles of ultra-modern romance. 
Here’s a letter from Ellin, showmg one phase of campus 
life—rug petting parties. 

“Dear Mrs. Madison,” writes Ellin. “To pet or not 
to pet is the question of the hour. The trouble is, if you 
don’t pet you’re not dated. Sitting at home with a book 
gets tiresome. 

“These evenings if you were to pass through our Uni- 
versity campus, about midnight, you would notice if you 
looked very closely—any number of couples seated on 
benches in the shadow of trees or shrubbery, busily pet- 
ting. Usually, one steamer rug wraps both girl and oni 

“Several times I’ve sworn off on promiscuous petting. 
rhen I don’t get dates. 

“Shall I rejoin the ranks of the campus petters this 
all? I think promiscuous petting is cheapening but I 
don't want to be lonely.” 


“Ellin.” 
Modern girls are refreshingly honest. They put all Today a girl prefers to be of great value to the man she hopes 
their faults and failings on dress [Turn to page 126] to wed, rather than slightly shop-worn. 
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are a joyous, Zippy sot, these 
Smarr Ser readers,” said our Editor, 
“and we want a page that will reflect their 


happiness. Look on life’s merry side; mix 
with the wits of the world. Go round 
among the college cut-ups. Be ‘the lite 


of the party.” Put joy into Joyce and 


josh into Joshua and glad into Gladys.” 
What a delightful assignment! 


Good News for the Bull 


What are you girls going to do next? 
I read now that the young senoritas of 
Spain want to be bull-fighters. Some of 
them, in private exhibitions, have dis- 
played such grace and courage —not to 
mention ankles —that General Rivera, 
dictator of Spain, is thinking of yield- 
ing to their wish to appear in public. 


Some girls look their age, others over- 
look it. 


Where Forever Means—A Day 


The co-eds are going back 
to college, and romances are 
getting under way. Wedon't 
want to pour cold water on 
those burning affairs, but it 
does seem timely to remark 
that pawnbrokers living near 
the campus say that engage- 
ment rings, fraternity pins 
and sorority pins head the 
list of articles pawned by 
students. 


Elinor Glyn’s Story 


Skipping out to Hollywood, 
we find Elinor Glyn making 
those wise girls out there wiser 

warning them not to place 
too much reliance in lovers 
pledges. She told this story 

“A young girl and her young 
man rose from a dim seat in a 


dollars for a good 


then sit outside all night in a car. 
Arkansas Traveler, Uniwersity of Arkansas 


By ALECK SMART 


Twinkle, twinkle, little star! 
Twinkle where the Fohnnies are! 
Twinkle for the bald-head rows, 
Twinkle, Twinkle, Twinkle-toes! 


Twinkle in the gems and rings, 
Showered by the Butter Kings 
Twinkle for the Doughnut Czar 
Twinkle, twinkle, little star! 


NO CIGARETTES FOR 
GRANDMA 

We read in the Columbia-Missourian 
that a 72-year old grandmother, Mrs. 
Florence Adams, scolded flappers for 
smoking as she herself sat smoking a pipe! 
“No!” she said, “I don’t think it is right 
for girls to smoke, especially these ciga- 
rettes they smoke nowadays. Of course 
a pipe doesn’t hurt you near as much as 
those things. If a man wants to smoke or 
chew, let him do it. I don’t think it is 

right for girls to smoke at any time.” 


With the College Cut-Ups 
A dance is a place where you go with your girl, pay five 


“Always remember this,” said the oldest grapefruit 
as he and his halved brothers and sisters were waiting for 
their entry to the dining room. 


see the whites of their eyes.” 
Wesleyan Transcript 


floor and the best music in town--and 


“Don’t shoot until you 


Was Adolphe Correct? 


I read the other day that Adolphe Men- 
jou, that connoisseur in caresses, had beer 
analysing kisses. Do you agree with him 
when he says 

“A woman ts pleased with the kiss of 
devotion, but the kiss that really thrills 
her is the one she is quite sure doesn’t 
mean love at all.” : 


It’s Quite All Right! 

Annabelle, a co-ed at the University 
of Chi, is contributing her silk stock- 
ings that develop ‘‘runs’’ to a handsome 
young athlete. The coach says adhesive 
plasters cause discomfort, and bandages 
are best held in place by flimsy silks. 

Knights used to go into battle wear- 
ing their fair lady's gloves on their 
shields, but now a girl has the greater 
thrill of knowing her lavender hose is 
keeping Harold's knee-cap in place. 


Read in this issue the business 
man’s revelation: “I’m Glad | 
Have a Dumb Wife.” It appeals to 
us because Dumb Dora is our fav 
orite heroine of the comic strips. 
Have you a dumb boy friend? Does 
he please you? Well—I guess he 
isn't so dumb! 


Let’s Limerick 

We note that Smarr Ser’s 
Limerick Contest drew 
swarms of lines from budding 
poets. Here’s one of our very 
own. Supply that missing 
last line. Address it care of 
Aleck Smart, Smarr Sex 
Magazine. (Copy the entire 
limerick on another sheet if 
ou care to.) We'll pay $io 
or the best last line, $5 for 
the second best, and $1 each 
for the five next best. 


These questions crop up in Sei 
“Shall I smoke and “Charleston” and 


conservatory. The breast of . 
the young man’s coat was white A heavily veiled young woman addressed the clerk at the a. 
with perfumed powder hosiery counter in a large down-town department store, To the girl of today? 


“The girl was embarrassed, 
but he patted her hand and 
said: ‘Never mind, darling, 
it will soon brush off.’ 

“She burst into despairing 
sobs. ‘Oh,’ she watled; ‘hou 
did you find that out?” 


and asked: 
**Have you any flesh-colored stockings in stock ?"’ 
“Yes, madam,”’ replied the spectacled 
color will you have—pink, yellow or black?’ 


Brevity is the soul of wit—and successful drem-making. 
Tomahawk, Holy Cross 
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clerk. 
Penn Punch Bowl 


That'll be your Jast line. 
Our own is just 


Samant 


“What 


fm 
1 
% 
| 
|_| 


| 
| 


Pompeian Beauty Powder. 
It is scientifically blended 
to match the shade of 


your skin. 


SHADE CHART 
for selecting your shade of 
Pompeian Beauty Powder 


Medium Skin: The average 
American skin tone is medium, 
neither decidedly light nor defi- 
nitely olive. This skin should use 
the Naturelle shade. 

Olive Skin: Women with this 
type of skin are apt to have dark 
hair and eyes. This skin should 
use the Rachel shade to match its 
rich tones. 

Pink Skin: This is the youthful, 
rose-tinted skin(nottheflorid skin) 
and should use the Flesh shade. 
White Skin: This skin is unusual, 
but if you have it you should use 
White powder in the daytime. 

In case of doubt about the shade 
you require, write a description of 
your skin, hair and eyes to me for 
special advice. 

Pompeian Beauty Powder is 60c a 
box. Also comes in compact form 
in a dainty, hinge-cover box with 
mirror and puff. (Slightly higher in 
Canada.) Satisfaction guaranteed. 


Seannitte 


Specialiste en Beauté 


P.S. I also suggest that you use Pompeian 


Day Cream as a foundation for your 
Pompean Beauty Powder. 


Natural- 
Looking 


are the result of using 


HENEVER you are 
out-of-doors you 
should be especially 
careful to select the 
correct shade of pow- 
der and to apply it 
evenly. 


‘By MADAME JEANNETTE 


Famous cosmetician, retained by The Pompeian 

Laboratories as a consultant to give authentic 

advice regarding the care of the skin and the 
proper use of beauty preparations. 


SOFT, delicate texture—a lovely 

satiny face—yet not a sign of 
powder. What zs the secret of her allur- 
ing complexion? Does she use powder? 
She does, but a shade that matches so 
perfectly the tone of her skin that she 
secures the good effects of powder with- 
out seeming to use it. 

All smart women strive for a natural 
complexion, but all do not achieve it. 
Not ali women have found a powder 
that really matches their skin—a powder 
that reveals their natural coloring. Com- 
plexions are not composed of single 
colors, but a blend of different colors. 
So it is only natural that the shade of 
powder to match your complexion must 
also be a blend. 

Pompeian Beauty Powder is scientifi- 
cally blended from different colors. 
Whatever the tone of your complexion, 
some one shade of this powder matches 
it perfectly. Select this shade from the 
directions in the shade chart. 

Pompeian Beauty Powder has gained 
its remarkable popularity because of its 
purity, its exceptional consistency, its 
delicate. odor, its quality of adhering 
well—and its perfection of shades. 
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The type of beauty that combines reddish brown 
hair with sea-gray eyes requires the Naturelle 
shade of Pompeian Beauty Powder. 


Send for 
Liberal Samples 


O you not agree with me about match- 

ing your skin tones with the correct 

powder shade? Then I urge you to act on this 

advice, and see with your own eyes how much 

more beautiful Pompeian Powder will make 
your complexion. 

It is so easy to make this test. Just fill in the 
coupon and send it to me with 10c. In return, 
I will send you a generous sample of Pompeian 
Beauty Powder (enough for several weeks’ use) 
and in addition a sample of Pompeian Bloom 
containing enough rouge for 30 
applications. It will never be 
easier to tear off the coupon 
than NOW, before you 
turn the page. 


Madame Jeannette, The Pompeian Laboratories 
2205 Payne Ave , Cleveland, Ohio 
Dear Madame: 
I enclose a dime (10c) for samples of Beauty 
Powder and Bloom. 


Street 


Shade of powder wanted? 
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Master Touch’’ 


prove to you the value of ‘‘Corrective 


Beautifying. 


Ina 


moment’s time it 


renders a bewitching appearance to 


your complexior 
licated by any 
Lotion. Its eff 
antiseptic action 
wrinkles 


and flabbiness. 


1 that cannot be dup- 

Powder, Cream or 
ective astringent and 
discourages blemishes, 
The weak 


points of your appearance are yielding 
to its corrective properties as you enjoy 
the immediate effect of a new beauty 


to your skin and 


complexion. 


Gouraud’s Oriental Cream is ready 
add years of youth to pour apqeaeeaes. 


Whi 


Try it 


today. Made in 
ite, Flesh and Rachel, 


also Compacts. 


Send 10c. for Trial Size 
Ferd. T. Hopkins & Son, 


430 Latayette St, 
few York 


I’m An Old Man’s Darling 


[Continued from page 35] 


elderly husband, so I looked round among 
the friends of my girlhood, just to see how 
‘they had married. Nothing could have 
been more startling than the results of 
this investigation. 

Like everybody else, I have got friends 
of all sorts, some who were born with per- 
sonality some without; girls who 
simply bristle with individuality, and 
those who are lost in a_ roomful 
lof people. Of my five intimate friends 
|—girls like myself,. whose interests run 
leo wider things than the mere routine of 
life—all have married men in 
fifties and sixties. In each 
supremely happy and con- 


and 


every day 
the forties, 
case they are 
tented. 

One of them is an American girl, young, 
| rich, pretty. She is more than gifted. Her 
}interests are incredibly wide and varied. 
| She plays the piano, the harp, sings, paints, 
a fairy princess of accomplish- 


embroiders 


ments. Innumerable young men courted 
her. But she chose an older man, an 
elderly man. Now she never tires telling 


her friends how happy she is, how under- 
standing and kind her husband is. 
Another girl | know, who had ever so 
many suitors and then chose the older man 
|in the end, tells me that she never knew 
happiness in the whole of her life until 
j}she met her present companion, This 
| little girl, I can tell you, knows what she is 


talking about. She has what is called 
a very full life, she has met and known 
| dozens, even hundreds of men. She has 


lived in the big continental capitals, tasted 
every pleasure life, or what passes for 
life in those places, can offer. 
| “I’ve known so many men,” she told me. 
|““They’ve come and they've gone, and gen- 
erally left bitterness behind. Now that 
| I've married my elderly husband, I realize 
| what happiness means. “a 

She points out that when he was young 
|his mother was a being to be revered, 
| waited on and looked after. His sisters 


|} were frail creatures who fainted at the 
| least provocation. Now, of course, I 
| know that we women are supposed to be 


frightfully emancipated, and to suggest that 
any one of us could be capable of fainting, 
even at the sight of a mouse, would be an 
awful insult. But who is the one amongst 
us who does not appreciate and revel i 
being petted and—spoilt? The older man 
may be clever enough to bend the twig, 
but he'll never break it. 


PART from being a better background 
j 4 for any woman, it’s undoubtedly a fact 
that the effect of an elderly companion is 
| to refine and educate in refinement. The 
| older men are products of a more leisurely 
land cultivated age. They have had time 
|to become men of the world, not merely 
men of the little worlds of Society or 
the Capitals, but of the big world, ap- 
| preciative in the old-fashioned sense of 
| pretty women, good food, good wine, ex- 
quisite surroundings. 

They are connoisseurs in the art of life, 
| artists enough to preserve as many il- 
lusions as possible if only for their own 
delectation. Older men are worth dressing 
| for. They notice an attractive new frock, 
|a new way of doing the hair. Young men 
| rarely notice what you’ve got on, or dis- 
miss the subject with “I never notice those 
things.” At the best, you can arouse a 
“Very smart, or up-to-date” which I think 
any woman will admit, cannot compare to 
the soothing, refreshing balm; “Extremely 
| elegant, my dear,” of the older man, 
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and 
have such a hard and crude 
You can buy it in the shops for 
$50, and it is not beyond the range 
of your own parlor-maid. But elegant— 


“Elegant” means so much. “Smart” 
“up-to-date,” 
sound. 


$40 or 


that restful, satisfying word! It means so 
much, and leaves you preening yourself 
like a contented peacock for the rest of 
the day.. I do not think that young men 
know the meaning of the word, or if they 
do, they place it in an unapproachable, 
and distant category. To the older man it 
means something—perfection of taste, 
artistry, and feminine elusiveness, 

Your older man will praise every detail 
of your toilette. He notices the little 
things, perhaps, because in his young days, 
the belles of society decorated their dainty 
persons with so many little frills and 
furbelows. Your evening cloak fairly 
caresses your shoulders under his expert 
manipulation. You at once feel that if 
it had not been for the accident of century, 
or nationality, you easily would have been 
a Cleopatra or a Pompadour. None of 
the young man’s “Come on, old dear, get 
a move on!”—while with cigarette in 
mouth he watches the waiter’s clumsy 
efforts to perform what could so easily 
have been a delightful little rite. 


HE older man presents the world to you 

with an old-fashioned gesture of grace. 
The younger man presents you to the 
world—awkwardly; more often than not, 
half afraid of being accused of the very 
qualities which served to endear his 
father’s contemporaries to every feminine 
heart. 

But all that is only just what happens 
outside. At home, for instance, you 
seldom find that the older people have as 
much trouble with their servants as the 
young ones. Not because they are any 
more lenient, or indulgent; I do not think 
they are, but they have been brought up to 
realize their material obligations towards 
every one in the house, and the much dis- 
cussed servant class are as quick as any 
one else to appreciate justice and right. 

I've seen this so much in business life, 
being the daughter of a distinguished 
business man in the old-fashioned, and 
“slow” city of London. The business is 
an old one. There is very little modern 
about it, except the machinery, and the 
goods it produces; the organization is of 
the fast disappearing, solid “family” type. 
My father’s father was in it, and the very 
fact that fully two-thirds of the present 
staff have been there since the time of his 
father, fills papa with a very keen sense 
of obligation and responsibility. He loves 
them, and they love him. Employees are 
always celebrating their fiftieth year of 
service! Now, ask you, in businesses 
organized and run by the present gen- 
eration, where do you find anything so° 
perfectly harmonious or so traditionally 
exemplary? 

The younger generation does not know 
anything about harmony. Judging by 
modern art, literature and music, young 
people seem inclined to ignore its exis- 
tence even in color. 

The older man is generally an artist in 
life, but the younger one usually little more 
than a workman. It may be due to the 
mechanical age in which we live, allowing 
very little room for the imagination. The 
age, too, would seem responsible for the 
killing of adventure in every day life. 

Compared with his father and grand- 

Turn to page 84 
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What color today? 


Mysterious perhaps, but we do “‘feel’’ 

different colors. When sad, we feel *‘blue’’; 
when happy, we feel rosy, glowing, bright. 
All true, isn't it? 


But—and here is the startling thought—how do 
we look? We are judged by that! At golf, for 
instance? Cheeks too pale, costume neutral, the 
impression is depression. If in reality your mood 
is gay, the gayety seems forced. You do not look 
the part. 


Yes. .. . Silly? Not in the least. 


Or, again, if you feel deliciously tranquil, how 
sadly at variance with your true mood are too 
bright and robust colors. Your whole day may 
be spoiled simply because you do not look the 
color you feel. 


So we come, convincingly, to the reason for the 
new mode which is rapidly changing the rouge 
eferments of America’s cleverest women. It 
is the most exciting vogue in ycars—using rouge 
to express one's moods. 
Princess Pat developed this fascinating theme of 
mood expression—by delving deep into the mys- 
teries of color psychology. But you can expe- 
rience all the results without troubling about 
scientific explanations. 


‘Prin CESS “Par 


PRINCESS PAT, LTD., CHICAGO, U. S. A. 


Princess Pat perfect beauty aids include: PRINCESS PAT CREAM SKINFOOD AND ICE ASTRINGENT 
(THE FAMOUS TWIN CREAM TREATMENT), PRINCESS PAT SKIN CLEANSER, ALMOND 
TWO-PURPOSE. .TALC, PERFUME, TOILET WATER. 


BASE FACE POWDER, ROUGE, LIPSTICK, 


(A CURIOUS QUESTION) 


Try it. Suppose you feel that uplifting inner urge 
toward gayety. You feel brilliant, vital, alive, 
eager. You want desperately to have that mood 
register, to evoke quick, understanding response 
in others. Then /ook the part. Use Princess Pat 
Rouge Vivid. Watch the mirror. See how the 
wonderful new color note is instantly achieved. 
It is so “‘just right’ that you get a complete new 
thrill from your own reflection in the glass. But 
the point is that you'll shrill beholders as well. 


And the soft, delicate effect of Princess Pat 
Medium! Ah, that is for the hour and occasion 
when dreams mist o'er. realities and ‘beckon 
romance softly.’ It is the shade that gives the 
rich, warm creams and pinks of a ‘‘ peaches and 
cream"’ complexion. Its color note is serenity, cool, 
soft serenity, like moonlight silvering a breath- 
less lake on a still June night. 


For those fuller, glowing moments when rich, 
natural color is your desire, use Princess Pat 
English Tint, the famous orange shade more 
imitated than any other rouge in the world— 
but never cemnnteliy. English Tint changes on 
your skin, blending of its own accord to the 
exact color note required by your own complexion 
tone at éts natural best. 


Think, Milady. You choose your frocks with 
vast care so that they may express you. Your 
choice of rouge is even more important. For a 
brilliant costume with a neutral rouge is ter- 
ribly discordant. Similarly, a soft, pastel gown 
with a brilliant rouge is disharmony. You invest 
heavily in gowns—why not make the invest- 
ment yield Fillese beauty? 


It costs no more to have the three wonderful 
shades of Princess Pat on your dressing table 
—because they last three times as long as one. 
So follow this new vogue. You can readily 
imagine its fascination; but actual results will far 
transcend anything 
you Can conceive. 


Nore: Color har- 
mony between lips 
and checks should 
beexact.WithVivid 
Rouge, use Vivid 
Lipstick; with Me- 
dium Rouge, or 
English Tint, use 
Princess Pat Na- 
tural Lipstick. 


FREE 


—we will take pleasure in sending you a sample free. 
PRINCESS PAT, Ltd., Dept. 130 A 
2709 South Wells St., Chicago 


sample of Princess Pat Rouge, as checked. 


So that you may know for yourself the re- 
markable effect of Princess Pat Rouge 


Without cost or obligation please send me a free 


© Vivid O Medium O English Tint 
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One sample free; additional samples 10c each 


“| DARED NOP BELIEVE 
WHATS BELT...” 


(Letters from Lovers: 1) 


q dared net Believe what ! felt as 1 sat 
with yd The spirit of old loves was 
in the room theffagrance of lost gardens 
—the vlamour of moonlight. I could 
ultost hear of tapestries stir- 
ying in the windemand in it all you were 


beautiful.” 


FROM HERIDIARY 
“How he tooked at a@ftaste night—with 
something new in his 
eves. I hact burne@igemple incense. 


C720 create in th@#@6m about them that 
Oo atmosphere of @t@@mal mystery that is so 
irresistible to men, lovelf women burned 
temple incense thousands 6f years ago. For 
women of today that old ¢harm secret of 
the Orient is still preserggd, unchanged, in 
Vantine’s Temple Incengg@plt awaits you, in 
six exquisite odors, ar alf@drug and depart- 
mient stores. + 

What new charmegn incense give you? 
Send ten cents far six sample odors. 


A. A. VANTINE & CO., INC. 
DEPT.5 71 FIFFH AVENUE, NEW YORK 


father the younger man does not know 
what adventure means, and | am sure, is 
unwittingly killing the vestiges of senti- 
mental romance I quality romance, 
because after all, there is the romance of 
progress, and that has always belonged to 
the younger generation of any age and 
any type. 

Another curious thing | have remarked, 
and that is, although the older man class- 
ically regrets the “good old days,” he is 
even more anxious than his sons to keep 
up-to-date. This may be for fear of being 
taken for “old-fashioned.” My own 
husband, who cannot be described as other- 
wise than elderly, scorns any but the 
fastest vehicles available. 


“( NE must move with the times,” he says, 

and to see the way he, and his friends, 
haunt their tailors and hatters until they 
get just the right curve to the brim of a 
hat, or the right line to a coat, is something 
that a young man might well take to heart. 
Nowadays there seems to be no time for 
the cultivation of individuality. The youth 
picks his hat from thousands molded on 
the same model. He gets a coat ready- 
made, boots, which must make the despair 
of inquisitive people who claim to read 
character in toe-caps! The overwhelming 
iear of the young man of today, is to be 
different from any one else. To that end, 
he allows himself to be molded to the 
pattern of all his contemporaries 

Personality is at a discount, and it takes 
a good deal of moral courage to break 
through the prejudice. That probably 
accounts for the world producing fewer 
and fewer outstanding personalities. The 
age of giants is well passed. The grand 
old men of last century are dropping off 
one by one, leaving empty places for which 
there seem to be no prospective occupants, 
and yet these older men are freer from 
conceit than their sons. They have a 
broader measure to judge by. A longer 
life, wider experience and too many hard 
knocks. 

Writing as a woman, the young man 
of today is frequently insupportable be- 
cause he thinks it is sufficient for him To 
Be. He thinks that youth is an inestimable 
quality; he adopts the much discussed at- 
titude that he is conferring a favor upon 
a woman; but your older man, whatever he 
thinks privately (and after all that is 
nobody’s business but his own!) goes 
through life with the charming under 
current of suggestion that a woman's 
smile, is something worth living for. 

[here is not a comic opera, or a funny 
paper, which does not give a place to the 
old man spending his money on a pleasing 
woman, It is not so funny after all, but 
more probably an expression of courtesy 
and appreciation and in any case one of the 
most delightful compensations of woman's 
existence! For after all, even the most 
emancipated woman is not free from 
primitive and feminine instincts. We love 
to have presents bought for us; to be taken 
out; and adore the little surprises which 
can make any day a féte day. I'm not sug- 
gesting that young men are constitutionally 
stingy. They just do not understand the 
art of giving. How can they know, after 
all, the little differences, the little shades, 
which it has taken half a century to 
fathom? 

The older man can always get the best 


| out of a woman, in the same way that a 


musician can get the best out of an in- 


strument. Experience and love of art 
have taught them upon which chords to 
touch. Otherwise, what can explain the 
dying out of political women whose 
“salons” were one of the glories of the 
last and past generations? They practi- 
cally do not exist today, and if they do 
exist, it is only in name, and not in fact. 
We all realize that it is inevitable that men 
exercise a deep influence upon the women 
of the age, so that man must be in some 
way responsible for the lack of spirituelle 
goddess« 

It is curious to note that the outstanding 
female personalities now, are the ones who 
have broken away from the mediocre 
rather by their own efforts, than through 
the channel of influence upon mankind. 
Of course, this might be due to one or two 
reasons, either that women are becoming 
so emancipated that they no longer need 
man’s assistance, or that the men are losing 
their attraction, and can no longer in- 
fluence the development of women’s mental 
lives. 

The great feminine figures of the past 
have been women more or less formed by 
the influence of the men of their age. 
Without one overshadowing the other, side 
by side they loom out through the mist 
of history and tradition, not farther back 
than our own father’s and grandfather's 
time, as two complementary elements. 


NEVER hear my husband complain of 

the color of a tie or the brand of cigars 
I have bought him! He always pretends 
to be delighted and being but human, he 
must be disappointed sometimes! He's a 
hundred times more patient than a younger 
man would be. He would hate to see me 
cry but I am quite sure he would know 
what to do if I did cry! In any case, my 
husband seems to have a consoling clause 
for every trivial misfortune. 

It is never the older man who asks you 
if you are “feeling cold” when you know 
you are looking your worst. It is never 
the older man who'll let you down, even 
unconsciously. They can pretend with a 
better grace than young ones, and have 
more self-control in awkward situations in 
social life. Chey do not expect too much 
of people, probably made tolerant by years 
of experience. 

I find that older men are quicker to 
idealize a woman than a younger man, 
not because he thinks that women are a 
perfect race, not because he has never 
been disillusioned, but because, after 
many years often trying and bitter, he is 
touched and grateful at finding goodness 
where it exists. The young man, before 
a woman, is much the same as the layman 
who stands in worship before a beautiful 
statue, counting its perfections only, for 
being no sculptor, he does not recognize 
its imperfections. The older man might 
be a real sculptor standing in worship 
before the same marble, appreciating the 
same beauty with different eyes, marveling 
at the creation of human hands with so 
few flaws. 

I have many acquaintances among young 
men who charm me by their enthusiasm, 
and réfresh me by their very crudeness. 
I have many friends among men of middle 
age, the companionship of whose thoughts 
and experiences is like the oases in the 
desert of life. I have a husband, of ripe 
years, and he is the finest pal I have ever 
known. 

I am an old man’s darling. 


LORENZ ZIEGFELD of the Follies, knows more about women than any 
man has a right to know. He also knows something about husbands. Is 
there a girl in America who will fail to read Mr. Ziegfeld’s tips on, How To 
Catch a Rich Husband, in November Smart Set, on sale October rst? 
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Other Serials by 


Adela Rogers St. Johns 
Martha Ostenso 


E. Barrington 
Arthur Somers Roche 


Stories and Features by 
Irvin S. Cobb 


Theodore Dreiser 
James Oliver Curwood 
Blasco Ibafiez 
Kathleen Norris 


and others 


y a sprightly, joyous Novel of a Girl Who 


Knew What It Was All About and a 
Young Man Who Counted His Million 
Before It Hatched. It begins in 

ocToBER Fegyst’s International 


combined with 


osmopoli 


: = ON SALE SEPTEMBER 10TH 
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rettier Lips 
....at the “Races 


“Dear Nan 
. So many pretty girls at 
the races this year—I noticed their 
smiles particularly —for I saw quite 
‘the belle of the boxes’ whisk out 
her little Pompeian Lip Stick and 
use it too deftly for anyone else to 
see! 
“Yes, it was Pompeian. None other 
has such natural coloring. How 
clever our society girls are!” 
te da bo 


{ 
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“Pompeian Lip 
Stick gives natu- 
ral, rosy tint — 
protects lips 

pure and harm- 
less—has desired 
chisel point for 


easy application. 
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A Dumb Wife 


[Continued from page 77] 


but I have some knowledge of other kinds 
of wives and other kinds of husbands. I 
meet the husbands nearly every day at my 
luncheon table and in my clubs and about 
town and my heart goes out to them. 

I do not know why my friends discuss 
their wives with me because I never men- 
tion my wife to them. But I have several 
friends who are not satisfied with their 
home life—in fact they have no home life 
to speak of—although in some cases they 
have intellectual mates, uplifting mates, 
who are occupying mental spheres unat- 
tainable by my wife or, for that matter, 
by me. But are these husbands happy? 
Most decidedly they are not. 

I have one friend whose wife has a 
superiority complex. She goes in for 
culture and impressionistic art and she 
can prove by the purest reasoning that 
Charles Dickens should never have been 
entitled to a name as a writer. She knows 
that Bacon wrote Shakespeare and thinks 
it is perfectly right that Edgar Allan Poe 
was never admitted to the Hall of Fame. 
Sometimes I meet this friend and when 
we fall to talking about how wags the 
world he tells me that he wishes his wife 
weren't quite such a nut. 


HIS friend and his superior wife live 

in a hotel and they eat their meals in 
restaurants. His wife thinks that home- 
making was for the primitive woman, for 
the unenlightened woman, for the inferior 
woman. 

They quarrel continuously over her ideas 
and the husband told me not so many days 
ago that if some of his wife’s nonsense 
didn't stop he was going to take steps to 
stop it. My friend is getting to be a 
regular crab and it is beginning to show 
in his work 

Now, my wife wouldn’t know a complex 
if one jumped up and bit her and she 
wouldn't contradict you if you told her 
Poe wrote Shakespeare but we never quar- 
rel and when I get home there will be a 
dinner fit for a king waiting for me. Not 
the same dinner we had last week or the 
week before but a different dinner. 

My wife has been to the grocer’s during 
the afternoon. She hasn't telephoned and 
left it to the grocer to bring just any old 
thing. She has personally selected the 
fruits and vegetables that grace our table. 
She has also been to the butcher’s and has 
supervised the cutting of the chop or 
steak or roast that is the centerpiece for 
the fruit and vegetables. 

Then she has returned home and pre- 
pared these offerings to me with her own 
hands and in the way I like them. She 
percolates the coffee the way I like it 
and then the whole is topped off with one 
of my favorite pies or puddings or some- 
thing in the dessert line entirely new to 
me—something she has discovered that she 
thinks in her loving dumb way, may be 
added to the things I like. She submits 
it for my approval and, because she knows 
my taste, even if she doesn’t know much 
about the theory of relativity, it nearly 
always is just what I like. 

My wife is dumb. Her idea of a good 
time or a social event is to read a light 
love story or listen to a tenor sing “Mother 
Machree” on our phonograph. Her society 
functions are those excruciatingly happy 
hours after one of our perfect dinners. 
Then comes my pipe or cigar and if I 
spill a few ashes on the carpet or sling 
my coat on a chair instead 6f hanging it 
in the closet she doesn’t seem to notice it. 
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She doesn’t care. It’s my coat and my 
house and she’s my wife and it’s a plea- 
sure for her to pick up after me because 
that’s all in the world she has to think 
about. 

My wife cuddles in my lap or on the 
divan in front of the fire beside me and 
then I hear of how the grocer tried to 
swindle her into taking a rotten old to- 
mato for the salad or the butcher wanted 
to slip over a chop on her that had been 
in the show case all day instead of bring- 
ing one fresh out of the ice chest. I hear 
about a funny little hat she is making and 
my opinion of it is asked and she wants 
to know if I think her legs are as pretty 
in flesh colored stockings as in black ones. 

Instead of going to Palm Beach we go 
exploring about our neighborhood and I 
hear about what Mrs. Jones said about 
Mrs. Smith’s new baby. The gas company 
has torn up Twenty-eighth street again 
and if I am coming home that way I'd 
better not do it until she lets me know 
because there are several big ditches in 
the street and I might break a rear axle 
or something. 

Just the kind of news and uplift stuff 
I want to hear. I formed my own opin- 
ions about Poe and Shakespeare years 
ago. I know what is going on in the world 
and in the steaming, roaring streets I in- 
habit all day long, but I don’t know 
whether the Andersons got a job yet for 
that unfortunate son-in-law of theirs and 
that’s what I want to know. 

Then sometimes my wife and I decide 
to do some real traveling. But do we go 
to Palm Beach or Newport? We do not. 
We couldn't afford it in the first place and 
we wouldn't if we could afford it. We 
load the old bus up with some camping 
truck and fishing tackle and go out and 
reugh it for a week or so. 

Or we pretend we are on a new honey- 
moon and drive around some of the 
nearby towns and stay in a different hotel 
every night and look as green and bash- 
ful and timid as we can. Or we go out 
to one of those combination chicken din- 
ner-bootlegging joints that are safe 
enough for old married folks like us and 
pretend that we are not married. We get 
a bottle of something with authority and 
a private room and have a petting party, 
just as if we were somebody else’s hus- 
band and wife, or a pair of high-school 
kids. Sometimes we stay all night and 
hope there will be a raid while we are 
there. Then we go home feeling as guilty 
and happy as can be. 


HEN I tell about these little parties I 

can’t help thinking of the case of an- 
other friend of mine who has been having a 
terrific time over the John Barleycorn prob- 
lem because his wife can’t see anything 
but the church side of it and he can’t em- 
brace all of her beliefs. He was a poli- 
tician and a successful one but if there is 
a profession or trade on earth that re- 
quires a drink once in a while it is that 
of politics. But his wife laid down the 
law, without reservation, that -he couldn't 
have her and have a drink. 

They battled over the subject until she 
began to specialize in new-fangled re- 
ligions and he took the side of new- 
fangled drinks. They have both become 
experts in their respective developments 
of the controversy but it has broken up 
their home and they are farther apart than 
ever. 

My wife and I have solved the same 
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problem this way. When she wants to go 
to church I trot along with her and hear 
what the preacher has to say and when I 
feel as if a drink would do my soul good 
she goes along with me and listens to the 
bootlegger’s words of wisdom. We each 
try to keep from going to excess in either 
direction and because I don’t have to beat 
around the bush about it I am _ never 
tempted to drink all I can at once for fear 
I will never get any more. She knows 
she can have all the religion she wants so 
she takes small doses and there you are. 

There's another little home tragedy I 
know about that is still different. This 
wife lost her head over the night clubs 
and the afternoon jazz-dance teas. She 
had a husband who was working hard and 
trying to provide a good home for her 
and their lovely baby. The wife is one 
of those blonde, dizzy little things, cute 
as can be but with no more idea of do- 
mestic responsibility than a kitten. Every- 
body in our home city knew her trouble 
before her husband found it out. 

Finally a taxi accident in which his wife 
was involved compelled him to know the 
truth and it almost ruined him for life. 
Now he has the baby and the little home 
and a Swede maid has taken on the job 
his wife deserted. The last time 1 saw 
this wife she was whooping it up with her 
gang but at least 1 imagined I saw some- 
thing sad and wistful-looking about her— 
an expression in her eyes that was not 
there when she had a home and a good 
husband and a baby. 


THER friends of mine have other do- 

mestic troubles and problems and I do 
not wish to pose as being able to solve them 
all or even any of them. I do know that 
I have succeeded in eliminating trouble 
from my home life by the simple rule of 
fiity-fifty. The wife and I go halves, 

My dumb wife couldn’t tell you much 
about anything, except the simple things 
that interest her, to save her blessed little 
soul but when I want any clean collars 
or a cravat that has been nicely pressed 
or have to rush out of town for a con- 
ference with a business potentate and need 
a bag packed in a hurry I find everything 
ready. She doesn’t forget my razor strop 
and it is never necessary for me to buy 
socks as soon as I get off the train. 

We have had some ups and downs in the 
eight years we have been together. There 
have been times when the grocer and the 
butcher scowled and made remarks under 
their breath about the check for last 
month’s bill not yet being received. There 
have been times when it wasn't possible 
for my wife to have a funny little new 
hat until long after most of the other 
women in the neighborhood had blossomed 
out in theirs. There have been times when 
silk stockings of any color or hue had to 
be replaced by plain cotton ones. 

She told me then as she tells me now, 
I am the greatest man on earth. 

My darling little, tousled-haired wife 
is as dumb as they make ’em when you 
compare her with some of the wives I 
know about, but when you consider she 
has made my home my paradise for all of 
these years and that she has found what 
she regards as perfect happiness in her 
husband and her home, maybe being dumb 
isn’t so bad after all. 


A= you quick tempered, cross? Do 
you fly off the handle easily? Have 
you lost friends, lovers, because you 
couldn't control yourself? Then read 
How I Tamed My Wild Nerves by one 
who knows in November Smart Set 


Honored with the patronage of Royalty, supreme in the artistry 
of his profession, the pre-eminence of M. Gaston Emile is known 
and acknowledge by the women of wealth and fashion of many lands. 

What a tribute then to the beautifying benefits of Boncilla when 
the famous Emile of London and Paris endorses and uses the Bon- 
cilla Method of facial treatment, in his sumptious Salons de Beaute, 
as do many other leading Beauty Shops throughout the world, 


Gasfor Smile 


YOU Can Use This Same Method at 
O W Home and accomplish amazing results 


Use this Boncilla Facial Method four times the first week, 
three times the second week, twice the third week, and once 
the fourth week, and we positively guarantee that you will be 


pleased and satisfied with the improvement in your com- 


plexion; if not, your money will be refunded. 


If you now have blackheads cr pimples, this 
method will remove them. 
Tf you have lines, it will reduce them. 
If you have enlarged pores, it will cleanse 
them and restore them to normal size. 
If you have a sallow complexion, it will 
clear the skin and give you lovely color, 
If your skin is coarse or rough, it will refine 
its texture and make it soft and smooth. 
| Once your skin is blemish-free, clear, soft, 
and smooth, one of these treatments each 
week will keep it so. 


Mail 
the 


(Coupon 
Today 
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new package, ‘* The Ljttle Beauty Shop,” 
at your dealer’s. If he cannot supply you, 
send $1.00 and it will be mailed postpaid. 


This package contains enough Boncilla 
Beautifier, Boncilla Cold Cream, Boncilla 
Vanishing Cream, and Boncilla Face pow- 
der for ten Boncilla facials. Simple, easy 
instructions in each package—or.... 
should you prefer to give this a trial, 
« « « « send this coupon for liberal sample 
of the complete Boncilla Method—you will 
notice an improvement even after one ap- 
plication, 


FREE TRIAL COUPON 


Boncilla {aboratories, Inc. 
Indianapolis, Ind. 


Send me without cost or obligation, liberal trial 
of the complete Boncilla Method as used by 
Emile's of London and other world-famous Beauty 
salons, 


Name 


City State 


SS-1026 


“Tf you live in Cahada, send coupon to Canadian Boncilla Laboratories, $90 
King St., W., Toronto (2) Canada 


\ 
~ at Omilo's | 
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Lips 


intriguing, 
soft, luscious, 


fascinating, be- 
delicately 


There is nothing more 
witching than full curved, 


Lipstick 


Will make your lips more hauntingly beautiful than they 
ave ever been before and KISSPROOF is WATE 
PROOF. Cne application lasts for hours, no need for 
constant touching up. The color isan artist's blend—not 
red—not orange, but a shade so utterly nat- 

ural it flatters every complexion Get 
KISSPROOF to-day Accept no substi- 
tute Be sure the case is stamped 
“Kissproof.”” At all dealers 50c 


New Kissproof 


lf your dealer 
cannot supply 
you send direc 
y/ or use coupon for 
sree samples. 


DELICA LABORATORIES, Inc., 1327 


3012 Clybourn Ave., Chicago, 


eend free samples for one 


Gentlemen Please 
mpact Kouge 


of Kisepreof lipstick and Kissproof Co 
close 100 for packing and mailing. 


I Can Teach 
You To Dance 
Like This 


— Sergei Marinoff 
My ‘ul new method makes 
Classic Dancing easy and fascinat- 
ing to learn at . Simple charts 
and photographs illustrate each 


lesson; clear, simple text and 
phon ph records teach the es- 
technique. 


Complete Dancing Outfit FREE 


ith your lessons, I send everything necessary to 

ete dancing studio in your own home; p! at. 

practice costume, slippers, and dancing bar. 

Send at once for full information about 

my home methed. No 
Write t 

SERGE! SCHOOL CLASSIC pancme 

1924 Sunnyside Avenue, 20-67 Chicago, tt. 


Gor Expert Beauty 
cAdvice-Write to me 


My beauty methods will cor- 
rect coarse agi wrinkles, 
imply or oily skin, freckles, 
and give you 
a smooth, clear, lovely skin. 
It is easy to become a radiant, 
alluring woman if you just 
know how to beautify yourself 
at home. Thousands of women 
have used my methods with 
such marvelous benefit that 
1 actually guarantee results 
to you 

Method Book Free 


ry of my book telling 
rite for it today! 


bo pind cand yes free ong 
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Blackmailers Are After You! 


[Continued from page 


‘em you took our clo’es offen us an’ at- 
tacked us.” 
The painter thought fast. He's a big, 


burly man in his middle forties with a large 


fleshy nose and thick lips. A fine chance 
| he'd stand with a jury after those three 
little, histrionically capable brats had told 


clothes on,’ 


! They were vicious, street-wise 
but it would have been hard 
that to twelve normally 
true. He didn’t dare let 
What to do? 


their lies 
little hellions, 
to demonstrate 
good men and 
scream. 


HE HAD spent many long vacations on 
a Southwestern cattle ranch and sou- 
venirs of the cow country hung on the 
walls. One of these was a long, strong, 
| supple blacksnake whip. 

hat whip was a hobby with the painter. 
| He had learned the use of it from an old 
mule-skinner who was said to be able to 
pick buttons off your vest with the lash at 
twenty paces. The painter grabbed it off 
the wall and cracked the lash within inches 
of those threatening, little naked bodies by 
the doorway. 

“Keep your mouths shut and get your 
‘he snarled with all the ferocity 


he could muster. “One peep out of any of 


you and I'll cut you in two with this. 
Move!” 
[hey were hard street kids but the 


vicious swishing and snapping of that ter- 


rible whip was too much for them. They 
dressed and ran. The painter watched 
from his window and saw them meet a 


middle-aged woman on the street and walk 
away with her, evidently explaining some- 
thing. She was the rest of the act! 

The woman in a blackmail skit may be 
of almost any age and class. The games 
she plays are simple. She meets a man— 
usually an elderly man of wealth and posi- 
tion—and develops an affair with him. He 
furnishes an apartment. He digs for furs, 
jewels, silks, probably a car. While this 
goes on the lady is all cute kitten, charm- 
ingly helpless and purringly grateful. You 
couldn't find a claw on her person with a 
microscope. She’s a honey-bunch and he’s 
her sweet daddy. Anyhow that’s his idea. 

His real status, in the present day lingo, 


lis that of “heavy sugar daddy.” In the 
same patois, sugar is dough, coin, kale, 
money. Heavy sugar is lots of money. 


The heavy sugar daddy is the poor fat- 


| head who gives heavy sugar for the part- 


M@ | sweetie, a 


time favors of a light o’ love. 

In addition to her heavy sugar daddy and 
the furs, jewels, etc., that he buys her, the 
Lady has her sweetie. Always! She 
always has a sweetie. He’s the joke on the 
Lady, the ironic and inevitable factor in the 
sordid triangle by which she becomes more 
an object of pity to the sophisticated, and 
less the creature of soulless greed her 
rapacious mulcting of her heavy sugar 
daddy makes her appear. 


HE Lady, you see, is really a more 
complete dumb tool than the man she is 
fleecing. She loves her sweetie! Yes, in- 
deed! She’d die for him. She often does. 
For him, or by him or both. She loves 
him and she gives him all the money she 
can get from the heavy sugar papa. In re- 
turn for this, Sweetie loves her a little, 
beats her a lot and scorns her at all times. 
Whoever said there’s no fool like an old 
fool didn’t check up on young ladies, com- 
mercial young Ladies of Leisure. 
Sometimes Sweetie has a job. Some- 
times he’s a confidence man, race track 
habitué or gambler. More often he’s just a 
slim, 


sleek, worthless rat of a 


88 


24) 


man with a pair of good dancing legs and 
the disposition of a dyspeptic louse. And 
the lady loves him! That's the funny, piti- 
ful part of it all! 

Sweetie is the one who plans and orders 
the Big Squeeze. They get something on 
the heavy sugar papa—not difficult you may 
imagine—and the Lady demands of him a 
large sum to keep still. 

Usually he pays. He gives the money to 
the Lady. The Lady gives it to Sweetie, 
who gambles it away or spends it in riotous 
living, and the Lady goes hunting another 
heavy sugar papa, a little sadder, but not 
a bit wiser. To the end of her horribly 
short time she'll give what she gets to some 
sweetie and get nothing back but a light 
kiss and a heavy blow. 


A NOTORIOUS group of blackmailers 
in this country play a double game. 
Using a woman as a lure, they get a man 
into a crooked gambling house and take 
him for all they can get that way before 
the blackmail begins. Recently they got 
badly bitten by their own teeth, so to speak. 
The story of the way that happened is both 
humorous and romantic. 

Not so long ago the leader of this band 
ran a gambling house on Long Island. A 
wealthy young New York society man was 
picked for a victim and a girl assigned to 
get him. 

She got him. She took him to the gam- 
bling house where he played heavily and 
lost. But while he was losing his money 
he was winning the girl’s heart. She told 
him the truth. 

A few days after she made the confes- 
sion, they disappeared. Later the man was 
heard from in Europe. Months afterwards 
he returned with a bride, announced as a 
beautiful girl of title from an obscure cor- 
ner of Europe. But the bride who walked 
down the gang plank with him was the girl 
who had once lured him into a Long Island 
gambling den. 

The gambling blackmailers laughed when 
they learned the girl’s identity. They saw 
a chance for a big shake-down. 

But something happened to chill their 
zest. I have said that murders can be 
bought cheap. The killing of a big under- 
world character comes high, but it too can 
be bought. Underworld characters know 
that. They know, too, that the police don’t 
much care what happens to them. The 
young society man spent his money judi- 
ciously and the blackmailers crawled. They 
don’t fancy a knife in the back or a bullet 
in the brain any more than an ordinary 
citizen. Today that young man and his 
wife live openly in luxury without fear. 

Men are not the only victims of black- 
mailers. Women, too, sometimes are 
caught, but not often. Their downfall, in 
most cases, is brought about by the so- 
called “dancing men.” 

The old stand-by of blackmailers was the 
Mann Act, and it is still being used by the 
lesser fry. This act, a Federal statute, pro- 
hibits the taking of a woman from one 
state to another for immoral purposes. 
For years this law was used as a black- 
mail weapon against rich, foolish and 
fatuous men. Usually a gang did the work. 
One or two of the mob posed as Depart- 
ment of Justice agents, a serious crime. 
They would place their victim under “ar- 
rest” until payment was made. This was 
seldom played for high stakes, a few 
thousand from a man, after he had been 
persuaded by the woman to take a ride 
being considered 


across a state boundary, 
a good haul. 
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Women who worked with these gangs | 
found it was quite simple to blackmail their 
victims with threats of telling the Depart- 
ment of Justice unless the man paid up. If 
he refused the woman would make a com- 
plaint. Then, when a real agent showed 
up, the victim was usually willing to pay 
the woman and get her out of the way be- 
fore she became a witness against him. 

The Department of Justice, under the 
present regime, has put an end to this game. 
Colonel William J. Donovan, the famous 
“Wild Bill” of the 165th Infantry, and a 
Congressional Medal man, now heads the 
criminal division of the Department oi 
Justice, as Assistant Attorney General. 
Under his rule, when a woman makes a 
complaint she is told to return in a few 


days. She goes away, believing the gov- 
ernment will play her blackmail game for 
her. Then an agent investigates, and ii 


the woman learns, on 
will be taken, but 


it is a blackmail case, 
her return, that action 
that she will be indicted too. After two or 
three found themselves facing a Grand 
Jury without immunity, this form of black 
mail became unpopular. 


OLONEL DONOVAN and his aides 
have prepared for me a little list of 
“Don’t” in blackmail cases. They are: 

Don’t pay blackmail under any cir- 
cumstances. 

Don’t be afraid of the Department of 
Justice; report the matter. 

If the woman is guilty she will be 
indicted. 

If there are others helping her, pos- 
ing as agents of the Department of 
Justice, there is a long sentence await- 
ing them in the United States Peni- 
tentiary. 

Blackmail succeeds only because the vic 


tims féar the publicity attending legal 
action. Hear Judge McIntyre on that 
subject. 


“There is only one thing to do in black- 
mail—FIGHT. The blackmailers will fight 
back and right up to the last ditch, but 
when the final show-down comes they will 
drop the whole matter as if it were on fire. 
Then is the time for the criminal courts 
to act. Indictments could be brought, the 
case forced to trial, and I know that in 
New York the judges of the courts of 
General Sessions would do their duty and 
punish to the full extent. We know what 
is going on, but the victims will hardly ever 
bring a complaint. 

“The existing law is such that, in theory, 
you bow to a woman on the street as you 
go to your office at nine o'clock in the 
morning and before you leave at four in the | 
afternoon you have been served with a 
summons in a suit for breach of promise. 
A crooked lawyer, acting for the woman 
to whom you bowed at nine o'clock, can file 
a summons against you, have it served, and 
then come around with the complaint and 
suggest that you settle out of court, and at 
once. This condition has brought about 
blackmai! on the gigantic scale that it is 
now practiced.” 


District Attorney Banton, of New York, 
has this to say about America’s leading 
crime. His story is:— 

“Every big city now has its organized 
groups of blackmailers. They flourish be- | 
cause their victims had rather pay and pay 
and pay than tell their troubles to the law 
and fight to the end. 

“I want to say this to the people of the 
country, as well as those in New York: 
if any one tries to blackmail you, go at | 
once to the prosecuting attorney. You can 
trust him. He will protect you and the 
judges will take care of the rest. Don't 
be afraid to tell the District Attorney. 
That is what he is there for.” ae 


Adds Gloss and Lustre, Makes 
Your Hair Easy to Manage 


F you want to make your hair easy 
to manage and add to its natural 
gloss and lustre, this is very easy to do. 
Just put a few drops of Glostora on 
the bristles of your hair brush, and brush 
it through your hair when you dress it. 
You will be surprised at the result. It 
will give your hair an unusually rich, 
silky gloss and lustre—instantly. 


paid. 


Address 


Glostora simply makes your hair 
more beautiful by enhancing its natural 
wave and color. It keeps the wave and 
curl in, and leaves your hair so soft and 
pliable, and so easy to manage, that it 
will stay any style you arrange it, even 
after shampooing—whether long or 
bobbed. 
A few drops of Glostora impart that 
bright, brilliant, silky sheen, so much 
admired, and your hair will fairly sparkle 
and glow with natural gloss and lustre. 
A large bottle of Glostora costs but a 
trifle at any drug store or toilet goods 
counter. Try it! You will be delighted 
to see how much more beautiful your 
hair will Jook, and how easy it will be to 


manage. 


Send This Coupon and Try it FREE | 


l THE R.L WATKINS COMPANY 


26-G-214 | 
276 West 3rd Street, Cleveland, Ohio 


Please send me FREF, a sample of GLOSTORA, al! charges | 


A generous sample FREE t 


upon reques st. 


WOMEN 


In Canada address j 


THE R. L. WATKINS CO., 462 Wellington St., West, Toronto 2-Ont, 


SELL “Princess” 


This is the easiest, most 
leasant way to make 
ig money — Spare or 

WO EXPERIENCE 

RY. Simply take 
orders for ourexclusive 
models and receive 
your profits inadvance. 


No Comp 


FREE 


Handsome sellin; 
portfolio 
photos from live 
models — actual 
samplesof silk 
material. 


F. Perry made 
1 122.00 the first week— 
Mrs. Grace James aver- 
ages $18.00 every day 
during spare time 
so can you. 

Territory rights are 
going fast. Writeto-day 
or exclusive agency. 


— we 
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ROBERTS-FRANK & CO.,1733 Irving Park Bivd. Dept. 4310 CHICAGO, ILL. 
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MISS KATHLENE MARTYN 


Ge 
Ohe woman who taen- 


dowed with lovely natural 
coloz, and the one who 
owes hers to ‘Cangee, 
ave alihe the envy 
of all othersm 
and no one can 
tell which ts 
which! 


Tangee Lipstick, $1; Créme Rouge, $1; 
Rouge Compact, 75¢; Face Powder in Peach- 
blow, Rose, Creamy Rachel and White, $1. 


Note: The most recent development in face 
creams has been accredited to Tangee DAY 
and Tangee NIGHT. These creams effec- 
tively improve the texture of the skin, and 
give the true basis for lovely color. $1 each. 


The George W. Luft Co. 
417 Fifth Ave., New York 


Please send me FREE the trial “Tangee Beauty 
Set,” including Lipstick, Creme Rouge, Day 
Cream, Night Cream, and Face Powder. [ 
t mailing. 


enclose 20 cents to cover cost 


Name 


Address___ 


That is the advice of Banton, the Dis- 
trict Attorney of New York, the most 
profitable blackmail field in the country. 
It is, in effect, the emphatic advice of all 
prosecuting attorneys, district, state and 
federal, who have anything to do with 
punishing blackmailers once they are turned 
up. It is the unqualified advice of all the 
judges one interviews on the subject. If 
you become the victim of attempted black- 
just tell the authorities and every- 
thing will be jake. That's what all the 
authorities say That’s their solution of 
the whole miserable business. 

Yet, in spite of the simple panacea they 
suggest, Banton says that he has been 
privileged to try but one real blackmail 
case since Armistice Day, 1918. And he its 
the District Attorney in the city where 
there is more blackmail per month than 
anywhere else in the United States. 

How come? If the remedy is as cer- 
tain as the authorities claim, why have not 
more victims availed themselves of the legal 
cure-all? These questions knock insistently 
at the door of an investigator's conscious- 
ness, demanding an answer. 


mali, 


N SEARCH of that answer I went 

looking for a concrete example of one 
who had tollowed the advice of the author- 
ities. I found poor scenery. In fact, for 
a time, I found no scenery at all. 

At last a New York friend, a thorough 
man of the world, a man who has been on 
the inside of affairs as they are in this 
country for years, told me he thought some 
one in Chicago had gone to bat on a black- 
mail case ten or twelve years ago, cleared 
himself and put the despicable crooks who 
had attempted to shake him down back of 
the bars. He wasn’t quite sure but he 
thought the man’s name was—Weli, we'll 
say Jones for convenience. 

I went to Chicago and asked about the 
Jones who had had the nerve to fight black- 
mailers. Nothing doing. No Jones who 
had done anything of that sort. I grew 
desperate and began asking for any one in 
the history of the place who at any time 
had fought blackmailers and won out. 

At last I identified the case. The name 
of the man he had recalled was not Jones, 
but Funk, Clarence S. Funk, wealthy busi- 
ness man and at one time head of the 
Chicago branch of the International Har- 
vester Company. 

Funk was prominent. He was wealthy. 
He was a man of family. He had a good 
name. He was active in church work. In 
short he was just the type that black- 
mailers choose to work on. 

In 1911 they went after Funk with the 
customary scandal frame-up. Funk fought 
back. He did what the authorities agree 
the victim of attempted blackmail should 
always do and his case may be taken as 
approximately representative of what hap- 
pens when a man of mark obeys the voice 
of courage and the advice of prosecuting 
attorneys in an extortion mess. 

In 1911, a man named John C. Henning 
brought Funk to court in a $25,000 aliena- 
tion suit. Henning was a person of no 
importance who had worked variously as 
car conductor, kitchen employee in hotels 
and at other similar jobs. His lawyer was 
Dan Donahoe, a veteran Chicago attorney 
with a previous good legal reputation. 

The accusation against Funk was de- 
tailed and defined. Times and places were 
specified. Mrs. Henning went on the stand 
and tearfully admitted the truth of the 
| cherges. A trained nurse named Aileen 
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Heppner told of having seen Funk and 
Mrs. Heppner enter a hotel room together 
at night. A bellboy swore that he had 
served the accused pair drinks in that same 
room on that same night. 

It was front page stuff and every news- 
paper in Chicago played it as such. Funk, 
as he ultimately proved, was innocent, but 
while the trial was in progress he and his 
family were forced to breast a flood of 
fearful publicity. He was innocent mind 
you, and, yet, in going through the Chicago 
papers of the period, I find the following 
head on a front page news story: 


SWEARS HE SAW FUNK IN ROOM OF 
MRS, HENNING 
BELLBOY AT GRAND PACIFIC 
TESTIFIES IN $25,000.00 ALIENATION SUIT 
OF HUSBAND AGAINST INTERNATIONAL 
HARVESTER OFFICIAL 
CARRIED DRINKS TO APARTMENT 
MISS AILEEN HEPPNER, ANOTHER WITNESS, 
TELLS JURY SHE SAW ACCUSED PAIR 
ENTER ROOM OF HOTEL 
PLAINTIFF GOES ON STAND 


Pleasant reading with your grapefruit, 
that, eh? That was what Funk had for 
breakfast day after day. 

The case ran its salacious course for 
weeks and ended in Funk's acquittal. The 
jury exonerated him, but the reading public 
had its doubts. Funk was legally clear, but 
still a stained figure to the public eye. He 
realized that and went on with the fight, 
charging Lawyer Daniel Donahoe and the 
Henning pair with extortion. 

The Hennings fled from Chicago aad 
were apprehended only after a long and 
costly search. When caught they confessed 
and were granted immunity. Mrs. Henning 
admitted that she had never so much as 
seen Funk until after the alienation suit 
was filed. She told how she and her hus- 
band were hired for the job and promised 
a certain amount of money for the _ per- 
formance of the parts they were to play. 
Donahoe and two of the witnesses were 
put on trial. The witnesses escaped but 
the lawyer was convicted of conspiracy and 
fined $2000.00. He appealed to the highest 
court, but the conviction stood. He was 
disbarred and died in disgrace. 


HEY can be beaten, these blackmailers, 
beaten by a man like Funk, a man with 
a clear conscience, a clean record, a big bank 
roll and a fighting will. But travel over 
the trail to vindication is perilous, wear- 
ing and costly to a man marked for black- 
mail, in spite of the easy assurances o 
protection the authorities give. Funk's 
case proves that. He won out in the end 
but his victory reminds me of Irvin Cobb’s 
answer to the man who, back in 1916, asked 
him which side was going to win the World 
Jar. 
“Who won the 
quake ?” said Cobb. 
A blackmail battle is a dirty mess at best 
and there is no best. It is all bad for the 
man attacked. But if they ever pick on 
you, fight! You might just as well. If 
you try to buy peace, you'll find that the 
price you give up is only the first instal- 
ment of an endless number of payments in 
return for something you never get. If 
you don’t pay you may be in for a scrap 
that will leave bad scars, even though you 
are declared a technical winner. But, 
maybe too, if you are willing to battle 
there won't be any fight. The ally of the 
blackmailer is cowardice. His worst enemy 
is courage. The moral is plain. Fight! 


San Francisco Earth- 


HAT is the lure of the Orient? And what kind of a life does a victim of 

the Poppy God live? Next month Smart Set will publish a true con- 

fession by a man who was caught in the snare of New York's Chinatown and 
of his fight to come back 


TANSSE 


No teacher—no monotonous exercises or confusing details. 
simple, easy home study method. Takes only a few minutes—costs 
No ‘“‘grind’’ or hard work. Every step is Flute Composition 
clear as crystal—simple as A. B. C. throughout. You'll be surprised ings 


only a few cents—a day. 


Queer Way 


at your own rapid progress! 


HO would have ever thought 

that the learning of music 

could be simplified? Seems 
almost too good to be true to think 
of learning to play your favorite 
instrument without long hours of 
practice—tedious scales and expen- 
sive teachers, doesn’t it? 


Yet that’s exactly how you learn 
this new way. The only thing 
that is queer about this amazing 
method is the fact that it’s so 
different from all ordinary methods. 


But although this marvelous 
home study method is different and 
comparatively 


’ new it has al- 
Proof! ready been 
minis which are trical of | carefully test- 


hundreds received from > a 
delighted students. What ed and proved 
they have done, you too by almost half 
a million peo- 
“I have completed only 
20 lessons and can play p l ca I I over 
almost any kind of popu- the world. 
lar music I wish. My 
friends are astonished.” J u d ge fr om 
Turner B. Blake, Ili. that how satis- 
“Since finishing the 
course I have been teach- fac tory, relia- 


ing, playing in churches | ble and easy it 
and at recitals, and re- * 


ceiving a fine salary. I must be. 


have made money, come 


into contact with new . 

and greatly in- Musical 
creased my popularity.” 

Ruth M. Peacock, Talent Not 
North Carolina. Needed 


“Since I 
taking your lessons I’ve 4 
made over $200 with my Even if you 
violin.” have never 


Melvin Freeland," N. J. 
J touched an in- 


strument before you can’t go wrong 
this amazingly easy way. For every 
step, from beginning to end, is right 
boken your eyes in print and picture. 
You always know what to do and 
how to do it. No guesswork. No 
delays. If you make a mistake you 
correct it yourself and continue. It’s 
really fun learning to play this way, 
you proceed so rapidly. From the 
start you are playing real ‘tunes 
perfectly 4y note. And almost before 
you realize it you will be able to play 
anything—the popular “Jazz” or 
those classical selections for which 
there is always a big demand at 
concerts and home _ entertain- 
ments. 


Best of all no matter which in- 
strument you choose the cost of 
learning is just the same in each 
case, just a few cents a day. 


Have Fun—Win New Friends 


Just think of all the pleasure 
you’ve been missing by not being 
able to play some musical instru- 
ment. Instead of being the center 
of attraction at parties—you’ve been 
unnoticed—out of the social pic- 
ture. While you’ve been playing 
wallflower others have always had 
something to offer. Now you have 
a wonderful chance to turn the 
tables-—to. treat yourself to some 
real fun—to surprise your friends! 
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Piano Hawaiian Guitar 


Just a Organ DrumandTraps 
Vielin Mandelin 
Clarinet Harmony and 
Harp Sight Singing 
Cornet Ukulele 
"Cello Piccolo 
Guitar Trombone 
Saxophone 
Take some good Voice and Speech Culture 
advice. Learn to _ | Automatic Finger Control 
lay hi Piane Accordion 
play this new Banjo(5-String, Plectrum 
easy way. Get and Tener) 
your share of a 
musician’s pleasure, popularity, 


profit. Start Now! 


Free Booklet and Demonstration Lesson 


If you are in earnest about want- 
ing to join the crowd of entertainers and 
be a “big hit” at any party—if you really 
do want to play your favorite instrument, 
to become a performer whose services will 
be in demand—fill out and mail the con- 
venient coupon asking for our Free Book- 
let and Demonstration Lesson. These ex- 
plain our wonderful method fully and 
show you how easily and quickly you can 
learn to play like a professional at little 
expense. Instruments are supplied when 
needed—cash or credit. U.S. School of 
Music, 42710 Brunswick Bldg., New York 
City. 


1 U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 

1 42710 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 

! Please send me your free book, “Music Lessons 
in Your Own Home”’, with introduction by Dr. Frank 
Crane, demonstration lesson and particulars of your 
special offer. I am interested in the following course: 


Have you above instrument 


Name... 

(Please Write Plairly) 
Address...... 
State... 


a 
Easy as A-B-C O/ gx? 
~ II | | 
What 
Instrument 
: For You? 
f - 
— 


es 


to Our Crowd” 


“He’s the only one of the old 
gung who made good” 


“Tuat’s Bob Thompson, sales manager for Fink & 
Snyder. They say he makes $15,000 a year. 

“Yet it hasn't been long since he wasn’t making 
more than $35 a week. I know, because he used to 
belong to our crowd. There were six of us and there 
was hardly a night that we didn’t bow! or shoot poo’ 
or play cards together. 

Lots of times we would sit down and talk about 
earning more money, but that’s all it ever amounted 
to—talki Bob was the only one who really did 
anything. 

“I’m through wasting my spare time like this,’ 
he said one night. ‘I’m going to take up a course 
with the International Corresp. mdence Schools and 
try to make something of myself before it is too late.’ 

“We didn’t see much of Bob after that—he’d al- 
ways laugh and say he was ‘too busy’ when we'd ask 
him to join a party. 

Look at him now. A big man in a big job. 
Making five times as much as I'll ever make. Oh, 
what a fool I was not to send in that I. C. S. coupon 
when he did!” 


How much longer are you going to wait before taking 


the step that you know will bring you advancement and 
more money? Aren't you tired working for @ small 
salary? 


It takes only a moment to mark and mail this salary- 
coupon and find out what the International Cor- 


raising 
respondence Schools can do for you Surely it is better 
to send it in today than to wait a year or two years 
and then realize how much the delay has cost you. 
“Do it now!"’ 


Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 
INTERNATIONAL. CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6260-F, Scranton, Penna. 

Oldest and largest correspondence schools-in the worla 

Without cost, please tell me how I can qualify for the 
position or in the subject before which I have mat! ou 
BUSINESS TRAINING COUBSES 
Business Management }Salesmanship 
Industrial Management ) Advertising 
Personnel Organization Better Letters 
) Traffic Management )Show Card Lettering 
Business Law ]Stenography and Typing 
Banking and Banking Law Business Englisi 
Accountancy (including C.P.A.)_)Civil Service 
Nicholson Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk 
Bookkeeping Common School Subjects 
Private Secreta: High School Subjects 
Spanish French Llustrating 
TECHNICAL AND COURSES 
Electrical Engineer! 
Electric Lighting 
Mechanica] Engineer 
Draftsman 
hine Shop Practice 
Rel ad Positions 
Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and 
Metallurgy Min 


Architects’ Blueprints 
Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Chemistry Ph. 
Automobile Work 
Airplane Engines 
Agriculture and Poultry 
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“He Used to Belong 


Two Can Play at Love 
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battled 
claim Maida. 
back. Harriet came 
Johnson. 

There were several other dances that 
night with Maida. But, Harris was in- 
evitable when I had her. “What a dapper 
little Smart*Aleck he is,” said to myself 
as he whirled her off my hands for the 
third time running. One of those dancing 
fools! However, Maida seemed to enjoy 
dancing with him as much as with me. 
And this piqued me into a momentary pre- 
tense of sanity. I told myself | was not 
going to let myself go wild over a woman 
who got all the men. There wasn't any 
percentage in such a proposition for me, 
I insisted 

But, in 


the desire to go back and 
A strange man brought her 
over on the arm of 


and 


effort to recover 
my balance, the vision of Maida was be- 
fore me as Harriet and I were driven 
home from the club that evening. It was 
a silver night, languorous with the first 
real warmth of early June, and fragrant 
with flower scents. We were using the 
open Stutz, and the lights of homes on 
the Maryland hills gleamed and danced like 
stars as we sped over a Green Spring 
Valley road. Maida’s home was on one 
of those hills, a show-place of the country. 


olf 


spite of this 


HE next day I played my worst g 
in five years. 

It seemed as if every time I was ready 
to take a stroke, I saw Maida, or heard 
a mysteriously caressing sound, that was 
her voice. Each time we came to one of 
the roads that wound through the course 
| looked eagerly for her green Rolls- 
Royce. But the nearest I came to really 
seeing Maida Ellsworth was sighting her 
husband teeing off the twelfth. 

It was in the locker-rooms 
worth and [ met to speak 
drink a highball. 

As casually as possible I mentioned I 
was staying on at the club for a bite. 
Ellsworth became quietly insistent that | 
run over to his place, White Pillars, offer- 
ing more of his mellow Scotch, supper, 
and bridge as inducements. There was a 
Mrs. Gordon already there with Mrs. Ells- 
worth. I accepted, trying to camouflage 
my enthusiasm for the idea under protest 
that I might be upsetting previous plans. 

“Nonsense, Richardson. We never make 
any hard and fast rules for Sunday night. 
All of us like bridge. As a matter of fact, 
I remember now that Mrs. Ellsworth asked 


that Ells- 
. and to 


me to bring some one for a fourth.” 
White Pillars sat high and imposing 
upon a hill. It was just such a place as 


made an ideal background for Maida Ells- 
worth’s aristocratic beauty. I drew my 
breath in sharply at sight of her on the 
porch as we swept up in Ellsworth’s road- 
-a dress that 


ster. She was in pale gold 
seemed part of her exquisite body. Mrs. 
Gordon was also there. 

Supper was an informal affair with 


sparkling Burgundy to influence our con- 


geniality. When a man finds himself in 
love with another's wife it is quite the 
natural thing for the former to try and 
appraise the situation existing between 
the wife in question and her husband. At 
the table I caught myself constantly try- 
ing to figure out the Ellsworths. He was 


A well built chap who some- 
how reminded me of a finely tempered 
blade of steel. She could have easily 
enough still been romantically in love with 
him. 

But this did not appear to be the case 
on either side. One would hardly. have 
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thirty-five. 


judged them as man and wife by their 
attitude toward each other. She was a 
gracious, and as much the charming hos- 
tess to him in his own house as she was 


to me. But, nothing more. 
They made an engagement for me to 
bring my wife over for bridge the next 


night and I tried to persuade myself Maida 
had let her hand linger longer in mine 
than was necessary to say good night. But, 
I could not be sure. 

Harriet phoned at noon the next day to 
say she could not keep the Ellsworth date 


for that night. Dining in the city with 
some people cousins from New York, I 
think she said. I saw my chances of see- 


ing Maida go a-glimmering with chagrin. 
The whole world darkened—I lost my en- 
thusiasm for lunch and everything. There 
was only one consolation. I must call 
Mrs. Ellsworth and explain. At least I 
would hear her voice. 

Maida said she had just learned her 
husband would be detained in town for a 
business dinner. Could I corral another 
man? She would get a fourth. Mrs. Gor- 
don perhaps. | was positive I could get 
a player. 

I tried hard enough. But 
found me desperate. Every man 
called was busy. I went over to the 
heping to pick up some lost soul. 
place was deserted—eight o’clock. Afraid 
to phone and report my failure lest she 
call off my coming, I went in person. 

Maida was alone—and wearing apple- 
green. I thought of her as a slim young 


six-thirty 
I had 
club 
The 


goddess. Green made her seem no more 
than twenty. Neither had she been able 
to get any one. 

“Too bad we both dined alone,” she 
said, making no effort to avoid my de- 
vouring eyes. 

It was the first encouragement she had 
given me. I pressed the moment, saying 


I'd wanted to invite her to dinner but was 
not sure she would have cared to accept. 

“I was lonesome,” she answered, and 
motioned me to a chair. I sat down in 
the library, possessed by an urge to kick 


myself for having muffed such a chance. 
“Chump—Dumb-bell,” I berated myself. 
We fell to discussing books. She had 


just finished John Erskine’s, “The Private 
Life of Helen of Troy.” I had read the 
book the week before, and remembered it 
as a subtle and entertaining discourse on 
sex. Harriet, course, had bluntly said 
Helen was nothing more than a _ loose 
woman, whose beauty and fame had 
glamorized her sins and _ indiscretions. 
Maida’s opinion of Helen’s love affairs 
made me hope she was airing her own 
views on the subject: 


of 


RANKLY, I believe Helen was right 

in saying that we all welcome the idea 
of falling in love over again, regardless of 
the fact that we know from past experi- 
ence what the inevitable end of each love 
affair will be,” she said. 


“You mean disillusionment ?” 

“Then,” you admit personal disillusion- 
ment ?” 

“Who doesn’t—if they’re honest?” she 
returned. 


I looked at Maida half-certain she was 
inviting me to believe that in spite of her 
own past experiences and her reputation 
she would welcome another adventure 
with romantic illusion. A new little pulse 
began to thrum in my temples. 

[Turn to page 94] 
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Later, we stood on the veranda and 
watched a thin moon mount the southern 


skies. Our hands accidentally came to- 
gether along the veranda railing. She did 
not move hers until I looked at her. 


Maida dropped her eyes to the floor say- 
it would be best if I left before her 
husband returned. 

Friday of the same week. 

Four days since I had seen Maida. It 
seemed years. All my hopes of that Mon- 
day. night had turned into the despair of 
men that surrender to the appeal of women 
who are utterly out of reach. I had been 
starkly presumptive to think that I was 
any different to her from the many others 


she'd infatuated. I had 

"A LADY on the wire, Mr. Richard- 
said my secretary, interrupting 

my pessimistic conclusions. 


ing 


son,” 


‘Lady?” I repeated, wondering, “Who 
the deuce?” 
“A Mrs. Ellsworth,” she supplemented, 


having asked for the name 

I nearly snapped my desk phone from 
its connecting wire. Miss Henderson gave 
me a queer look. My face felt on fire, and 
my voice was not natural as I spoke into 
the transmitter 

I could hardly believe my ears. Maida 
Ellsworth was saying she was in my neigh- 
borhood with her car and chauffeur, and 
wondered if I'd like to motor home in- 
stead of taking the train. The desk clock 
was going around in circles as I looked 
at it. 


“Four, to be exact. Your clock’s a bit 
slow,” said Miss Henderson, sensing I 
could not concentrate. 


“Meet you at the Belvidere at four-fif- 
teen,” I almost shouted. 

The Baltimore Pike, and the cut-in to 
the railroad station we used in our Green 
Spring Valley section, was crowded with 
home-going traffic. We crept along. I 
secretly rejoiced over the traffic jam. It 
was just that many more moments of ex- 
altation for me. 

“She phoned you—she phoned 
an inner voice drummed. That 
the all of everything then. It was a sign. 

“I have a sort of confession to make,” 
she said looking out of the window. 

“Confession?” I repeated. Was she 
motoring me out for reasons other than 
the ones I wanted to believe? 

“Remember I said you reminded me of 
a man named Tom Winslow? 

” I said noting that a little smile 
was playing around her lips. 

“There was never any Tom Winslow. I 
was afraid you had heard of my apparent 
interest in your identity. A woman can’t 
really afford to let a man think—well, not 
at first anyhow 


you— 
seemed 


-eS, 


AIDA!” was all I could find to say. 
The idea overwhelmed me! 

We sat there after that like two persons 
under a strain. The strain of suppressing 
emotional impulses. Before either of us 
realized it we had reached the suburban 
station where I was to meet my chauffeur. 

“Good-by, Bob,” she said yearningly. 

“I’m glad you told me, Maida. It—it’ll 
help a lot.” 

She nodded understandingly, and offered 
her hand. I bent down swiftly, pressing 
it with my lips. When I looked up her 
lovely throat was arched; her golden head 
tilted backwards, and she had closed her 
blue eyes tightly after the fashion of 
women possessed by emotion. My heart 
began beating like a drum; an urge in- 
vaded my arms. I leaned forwaid. But, 
at that moment Maida drew away. She 
shook her head a bit wistfully, yet firmly. 

“Good-by.” 

“Good-by, Maida.” 


She was gone. I stood there on the 
sidewalk bewildered that so much had 
happened so swiftly. 

The passengers from the 
were swarming out of the station. Dazedly 
| saw Ellsworth coming toward me. My 
voice sounded queer as I passed a few 
words with him. I remember looking 
away from his steel-gray eyes as we stood 
there. 

“Your car waiting?” he asked. 

“Y-yes, thank you.” 

I was anxious to get away. 

He bowed, and got into his roadster. 

The ride home was a dizzy affair. My 
conscience made me feel that Ellsworth 
had inexplicably suspected I was ill at ease 
in his presence. I thought Harriet sus- 
pected the same thing as we sat down to 
dinner and | frequently caught myself 
gazing off into space. Harriet seemed to 
be doing the same thing. Probably to let 
me know she was aware of my “mooning 
mood.” 

Shortly after dinner Harriet complained 
of a headache and went to her room, I 
paced the porch like a caged animal for 
minutes, craving the sight and sound of 
Maida Ellsworth. The haunting memories 
of our afternoon together drove me to 
desperation. I found myself in my road- 
ster, and sweeping out of the gates. 

Lights were gleaming in White Pillars. 
Just inside the great white gates I stopped 
my machine to invent an excuse for call- 
ing. 

Maida’s voice suddenly drifted to me. 


six-twenty 


“Bos did you feel that I was here 
wishing for you 
“I wanted to see you more than anything 
else in the world, Maida,” I whispered tak- 
ing her hands, and we stood close together. 
“Dexter's reading a report as_ usual. 
Honestly, I don’t believe he ever thinks of 


anything except business—and golf,” she 
said petulantly. 
Her eyes focused on my car. I under- 


stood. 

Silver Lake, star-grained; lovely in the 
shadows of the trees under which we 
parked. The peace and quiet of the place 
began to throb as our eyes met. 
“Maida,” I began, covering her hands. 

” 


“Yes—Bob—I know,” she said, looking 
at the lake, “I—I don’t think we can— 
well, explain it in words. There’s no use 
anyhow. We—we—just feel it—here,” 
she said, lifting my hands to her heart. 

But men in love must say things. I told 
her what was in my heart for her. She 
seemed afraid of the intensity my voice 
developed—as if it presaged the setting 
into motion of forces I could never con- 
trol. 

“Bob—it’s madness, I haven’t been able 
to think since Saturday night. You must 
remember—you're the first man to—to 
interest me this way in ages.” 

“T've thought day. and night—day and 
night,” I repeated, “of you, Maida—you— 
you 

“Kiss me—once, Bob,” she said, slowly 
closing her eyes, and lifting her lips up 
to mine 

She insisted on getting out of the car 
just before I reached the gates of White 
Pillars “I don’t dare take any more 
chances, Bob. Dexter is the quietly vio- 
lent sort you know. Not the usual explo- 
sive Southerner! We must be careful. 
But, he’s going away Monday for three 
days. Come that afternoon —about 


four—" 
“Tt’ll seem like years, Maida. 
Bob. Besides I 


see you at the club——” 
“Tt’s wisest not to, 

can’t bear being arohiif*you with others— 
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now. Good-night,” she whispered, throw- 
ing me a kiss. 

What had started out for me as a man’s 
reaction to feminine challenge took on the 
proportions of a love affair in my heart 
that night. 

Four o'clock Monday came at last. 

Maida seemed tense and nervous. The 
lights peering out of her blue eyes brought 
premonition to me She 
said we must stop before it was late 
Maida had grown afraid of Our appeal 
for each other. Fever kindled in my blood. 
I swept her into my arms. She did not 
struggle with her bodily strength, but 
yielded tremulously against me as if she 
had surrende ed to something stronger 
than herself. Yet, for all of her capitula 
tion, Maida was the first to hear a sound 
in the hall and re-act The fear of a 
trapped creature blazed in her eyes as she 
pulled away. As I stood there staring at 
her, I too, heard those swift, military 
steps in the hall. 

My hands groped for a book on the li 
brary table as Maida’s flew to her hair. 
The next moment Dexter Ellsworth en- 
tered the room, and halting a few feet 
from me, poised himself like a blade of 
steel. 


an unwelcome 


too 


OR a few seconds there was such stark 

drama as only ugly silence can produce. 
It ended, and then began all over again 
after Ellsworth beheld our obviously guilty 
appearances. His crackled through 
the library like musketry 

“I hardly expected to find you here with 
Mrs. Ellsworth at this time of the day, 
Richardson,” he said, a cruel sort of smile 
twisting his lips—the smile of a man who 
suspected he had made an ugly discovery, 
and was determined quickly to confirm his 
suspicions 

“I—I1 thought 
began Maida. 

He withered her with a look and three 
words: “My plans changed,” he said. 

Then to me: “Well, Richardson?” 

It was like a command for information 
concerning my presence. Something had 
to be said that would smash his suspicions 
into bits. 

“Mrs. Richardson and I were on our 
way itor golf, and st topped by to see 
if your wife wanted to join us 

“And, Mrs. Richardson?” he asked, lift- 
ing his eyebrows. I felt as if I were be- 
ing cross-examined. 

“She—she forgot 
back home to get it,” I 
would not lead to a trap. 

“So! My business plans changing I 
came out for some golf. We'll make an— 
interesting match Maida, suppose you 
get your runabout from the garage and 
drive us all over to his place. We'll pick 
up his wife, and go on to the Club,” he 
said, giving me another one of his cruel 
sort of ‘smiles. 

I was trapped! If Harriet were home 
there was a slim chance to foil Ellsworth 
for I realized he had cunningly decided 
we should all go for my wife to prove, 
or disprove his suspicions. But—suppose 
she was not there? No chance then! A 
cold chill swept up and down my spine. 
[ racked my brain to try and remember 
whether or not I had heard her mention 
plans for the afternoon. Some devil's 
voice whispered that she had said some- 
thing about shopping in town. “God! if 


voice 


you were in New York,” 


some 


and went 
hoping it 


something 


lied, 


she’s not home, we're ruined. And, even 
if she is there, my lie may be easily ex- 
posed. He'll mention her being at White 
Pillars. She'll deny it—” I groaned in- 
wardly as we shot over the road, Elis- 
worth’s focused ahead of him in a 
cold, gleaming fashion. 

That ride was agony 
scribable. 

When we drew up in front of my house 
Fk tried to rush in alone. But, Ellsworth 
got out too: “I feel like a shot of whis- 
key, Richardson. Nervous re-action from 
my upset plans,” he said, watching my exX- 
pression. “Can I impose on your hospi- 
tality for a bracer? 


eyes 


and torture inde- 


ruse to prevent me 
wife alone providing 
But I could not refuse. 
The strength seemed all sucked out of my 
legs as we went up the steps together. The 
front door was partly opened. I gestured 
Ellsworth through, my heart in my mouth. 

My hall was a vast affair. To the right 
it opened upon a drawing-room, and a con- 
necting library. I advanced toward the 
drawing-room door, then pulled up short 
in my tracks. Harriet, my wife, was 
standing in the library, with Harvey John- 
Their arms were around each other! 

Shock made me stat d riveted to the floor. 
My breath became trapped down in my 
throat. Then everything began to go 
around in circles—red circles. For in the 
twinkling of a second I had reverted to 
the incorrigtbly primitive male. Anger 
burned away the overpowering numbness 
that shock had caused. I wanted to kill 
Johnson. I would have rushed forward if 
fingers that were like steel pinchers had 
not dug into my arm. I wheeled upon 
Ellsworth. A strange little smile played 
about the corners of his lips, as he si- 
lently motioned me to follow him. We 
tiptoed out to the porch. 

“Richardson,” he said, “I'd decided to 
give you some trouble if your alibi was no 
good. But I’ve changed my mind. You've 
got a dose of your own medicine. It ought 
to open our eyes and show us the real way 
out. We go around paying all our atten- 
tion to business—golf—other men’s wives. 
Our wives are not to be blamed so much 
as ourselves. I think you understand what 
1 mean,” he said significantly. 

I did. We looked at each other squarely, 

He surprised me by extending his hand. 
A second later he was disappearing down 
the veranda steps. | went up to my room 
by a side door and mixed two strong 
drinks. Shortly afterward Harriet came 
in. She said she'd seen me over John- 
shoulder: “Harvey came out to 
tell me good-by. He's off for Europe. 
Funny, my momentary romantic spree 
with him! Quite unlike me, you know. I 
wonder if I wasn’t mostly lured by the 
idea that he was—well, the club sheik. 
You know, the man who sort of dares 
every new woman to see if she can’t get 
him — 

“Meaning—our tendency 
challenge?” I asked 

She laughed as if something had sud- 
denly struck her funny. Without exactly 
knowing why, I began laughing too. A 
bit sheepishly, I must say. 

“To our little adventure 
and love,” toasted Harriet, 
sigh of relief we drank it 
sure we both silently 
again !” 


HIS was only a 
from seeing my 
she was at home. 


son. 


son's 


to take up a 


in challenge 
and with a 
down. I['m 
vowed, “Never 


AN a girl make one mistake and then climb back into a censorious society and 
regain her respect and the respect of the world? One of the big thrills coming 
to you next month is I Lived a Lie, a human document straight from the heart 


of a weeping woman. 


In SMart Sez for November. This is the first long instal- 


ment of a sensational serial. 
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WATCHES 


Men ing in every 


Adjusted to the Second 
Adjusted to Temperature 
Adjusted to ltsochronism 
Adjusted to Positions 
21 Ruby and Sapphire Jewels 
25-Year Gold Strata Case 
Your Choice of Dials 
(including Montgomery R. R. Dial) 
New Ideas in Thin 


Cases 


Save %3 to 4% of Your Money 


By purchasing this Famous Santa Fe Special Watch. Not 


only are you saving money 


watches, but you can still secure the “Santa Fe Special” 
Watch at the same low prices and terms that have made 


our watches famous. 


Ladies’ Wrist Watches 


Artistic, dependable ladies’ 


pieces, beautiful hand engraved cases in white or green gold. 
Send for New Watch Book and see the new shapes and designs. 
Sent on approval and sold on payments. 


Write for“Santa Fe” Watch Book 


Clip the coupon, fill out and receive the FREE WATCH 
All the newest watch case de- 


BOOK just off the press. 


signs in white or green gold, 
are shown. Read our easy payment offer. Wear the watch 
30 days FREE. Watch sent for your examination and ap- 


proval without a penny down. 
before you buy. 


Write for New Book Today and Select Your Watch. 
Mail Coupon. 


SANTA FE WATCH COMPANY 


Dept. A-115 Thomas Building, Topeka, Kansas 
(Home of the Great Santa Fe Ra 


A Limited Offer! 


With every Santa Fe 
Special, a_ beautiful 
gold chain or strand 
of exquisite pearls. 


while offer lasts. 


New 


Name.. 


Address... 


Santa Fe Special 


We will send this famous watch, express prepaid, for you 
to examine, to inspect, to admire, to approve without one 
penny advance payment. Examine the watch and be con- 
vinced it’s the best watch buy you ever saw. Just a small 
payment down, the balance in easy MONTHLY payments. 
You use the watch while paying for it. 


from the present-day prices of 


wrist watches—perfect time- 


fancy shapes and thin models 


Nothing to risk. See the watch 


ailway) 


COUPON 


Santa Fe Watch Company, 
Dept. A-115 Thomas Building, 
Topeka, Kansas. 
Please send prepaid and without obligation your 
Watch Book Free, explaining your “No Money 


Down” Offer on the Santa Fe Special W atch. 
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“BEAUTY ..« YOUR FINGER TIPS” 


A NEW 
LIQUID NAIL POLISH 
will not peel or discolor 


A lustre lasting for days. A color correct 
in its shell-pink loveliness. This you get 
in the wew HYGLO Liquid as in no other 
nail polish made. The new HYGLO is 
waterproof . . . and it will not peel or 
discolor. Brushed on in a minute, fo stay, 


AT DRUG AND 
35¢ DEPT. STORES 
SPECIAL COMBINATION PACKAGE 
Contains the new HYLGO Liquid Polish, 


Polish Remover, Manicure Suck, Emery 
Board and Nail White. Complete 50c. 


for the new~ 


HYGLO 


fiquid Nail Polish 


SEND 10c FOR PURSE SIZE 


HYGLO, 129 West 24th St., New York, N. Y. 


C) Enclosed is 10c for purse size package of 
the New HYGLO Liquid Nail Polish. 


[_] Enclosed is 50c for the New HYGLO Com- 
bination Package. 
Name 


Address _ 


Sing Qut the Hidden Beauty 


Mercolized Wax gently, gradually, absorbs mud- 
dy, freckled, pimply, faded or aged surface skin; 
reveals fresh, young, white beautiful skin beneath. 
Have girlish beauty; look 10 to 20 years younger, 
Greatest beautifier and face rejuvenator known. 
Any drug store. Dearborn Supply Co., Chicago, Ill. 


Mercolized Wax 


Something DIFFERENT 
for Bobbed Hai 


ous in bobs. Some 
are won y attractive becoming, while 
others, well — which kind is yours ? 3 

I wish you could picture the becoming kind I 
have in mind —the sort that makes men turn to 
admire. I can’t tell you what the color is, but 
it’s full of those tiny dancing lights that somehow 

est auburn, yet which are really no more ac- 
tua — when the head 
ts mow that you cat e auburn suggestion— 
the fleeting glint of gold. 

You have no idea how much your bob can be 
improved with the “tiny tint” Golden Gline 

ampoo will giveit. If you wanta bob like that 

I have in mind, buy a package and see for your- 
self. Ac all drug stores, or send 25¢ direct to 

J. W. Kost Co., 618 Rainier Ave., Seattle, Wn. 


Golden Glint 
SHAMPOO 
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The tea revived us and we were chatting 
animatedly when I noticed the papers on 
the chair. I picked one up and glanced at 
it, and the next moment I had monopolized 
Paula's attention by uttering an exclama- 
tion of amazement as I| po:nted to a picture 
on the back page 

“Look!” I cried, thrusting it toward her, 
“There's the girl of the photograph!” 

Paula stared at it as though transfixed. 

“Why, it's Helen Dryden!” she mur- 
mured, reading the inscription in an awe- 
stricken tone, “daughter of the Philip 
Dryden, the big steel magnate.” 

“And she’s to be married to Richard 
Waddington at St. Thomas's at half past 
twelve today,” I added, my brain teeming 
with a hundred and one puzzling and be- 

| wildering thoughts. 


WERE silent for a ~-moment— 
| thinking over the situation. 
| “[ know of Richard Waddington,” I 
said. “He's thirty-seven and everybody's 
been wondering for years why he’s re- 
mained a bachelor so long. He’s one of 
those men who lay themselves out to please 
women and generally succeed. Ever since 
he left Harvard he’s had any number of 
affairs, but he seems never to have been 
in any danger of marriage until a month 
|ago when he suddenly proposed to Helen 
| Dryden. I've never seen her, but from all 
|accounts Richard Waddington is a very 
| lucky man.” 
| “But why should Miss White—who is 
| obviously not in society—wish to resemble 
| Helen Dryden, who is?” asked Paula. 
| “She must have a reason, but what is that 
reason?” 

“Perhaps, the solution may be found at 
St. Thomas's at half past twelve,” I| said, 
rising, “and I think we ought to be there, 
Paula, even if we haven't been invited.” 

Everybody knows that the odds are the 
man is marrying for money and the woman 

| because she wants a husband. Of course, 
anything is possible in society, even a love 
| match, and I am not in a position to say 
that Richard Waddington was not in love 
with sweet Helen Dryden. On the way 
to the church Paula and I discussed our 
remarkable client until our tongues were 
tired and it was with feelings of relief we 
slipped into a pew at the back, and sat in 
silence in the gloom watching the arrival 
of the guests. They came in, thick and 
fast, for it was one of New York's greatest 
functions, and even those who were jealous 
|of the bride and disliked the bridegroom 
put in an appearance because there is no 
bad in the world keener on publicity 
| than a society which consists chiefly of 
nobodies. 


HE church was practically full at twen- 

ty past twelve, and as it was too early 
| yet to keep a lookout for the bridegroom, 
| there was a subdued hum of conversation. 
| Suddenly a girl seated in front of me, hear- 
ing a movement, turned round and uttered 
|a gasp of astonishment. Instantly, I fol- 
lowed her example and nearly jumped out 
of my seat, for there within a few paces 
of me was the bride, Helen Dryden. Ina 
| moment everybody in church was staring in 
| her direction, and the stupefaction of the 
congregation amounted almost to panic. 
The bride arriving before the bridegroom! 
What horrors of bad luck it foretold! 
The more educated and civilized we are the 
more superstitious we become, and I doubt 
if there was a single person in church that 
dav who on seeing the bride without the 
| bridegroom did not decide instantly that 
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Make Me Homely 


[Continued from page 71] 


this was a marriage which would end in 
disaster. 

It seemed an eternity before Miss Dryden 
—it was easy to recognize her although she 
was veiled—moved on one side as the door 
of the church opened and to our intense 
relief Richard Waddington and his best 
man appeared. Neither of them, however, 
observed the girl in bridal attire and it was 
not until they had reached the pew nearest 
the altar that some one touched him on the 
arm and he turned with a start to gaze 
down the aisle. Immediately he saw his 
bride he advanced toward her and when 
they met half-way he gave her his arm. 
At this point three clergymen emerged 
from the vestry, and the organist, slightly 
flurried by the last minute change in the 
program, began to play a voluntary. 

However, the singing of the hymn gave 
us an opportunity to recover our scattered 
and shattered wits, and the sensation had 
died away completely when bride and bride- 
groom stood before the tall bishop, who 
was to perform the ceremony. <A _ hush 
fell upon the congregation as he began, but 
he had not spoken half a dozen words 
when the door of the church opened again 
and to the general amazement a second 
bride appeared who was a replica of the 
one at the altar! 

And then in a flash I realized why it 
was I had been paid five hundred dollars 
that morning to make a beautiful girl 
homely. 

Every neck was instantly craned forward 
and a death-like silence fell upon the 
church. Then some one coughed and broke 
the spell and we glanced from the bride at 
the altar to the bride at the door, who in 
her astonishment had come to a standstill 
and was clutching convulsively the arm of 
the tall, gray-moustached’ old gentleman 
beside her. 


“PTSHAT’S Philip Dryden,” I whispered 

to Paula. “Of course, she’s the real 
bride—the other’s an imposter. I wonder 
that Richard Waddington didn’t guess that, 
seeing she was unaccompanied and had no 
one to give her away.” 

By now young Waddington had guessed 
the true state of affairs, and thrusting from 
him the woman who vainly. sought to de- 
tain him, he walked rapidly down the 
church to the real Helen Dryden. 

“She must be mad,” I heard a woman in 
the next pew whisper to her companion. 
“Evidently a lunatic, my dear, who dressed 
herself up to resemble the bride and hoped 
to gain social prestige by the trick. Well, 
there are many girls in society who have 
gained higher positions by trickery, but 
not by such a one as that.” 

Events now moved rapidly, for it was 
obvious that the crisis must be ended at 
once or the scandal of it would overwhelm 
both bride and bridegroom. Richard Wad- 
dington, very pale and obviously very dis- 
tressed, went back to the altar where the 
false Helen Dryden was still standing, 
rigid as a statue, and for some minutes was 
seen to be speaking earnestly to her. 
Finally, two of his friends caught her by 
the arm and induced her to go with them 
into the vestry. Then the bridegroom went 
down the aisle once more and brought the 
real trembling and tearful bride to the 
altar. 

A quarter of an hour later we were 
streaming out of the church, chatting, 
gesticulating, bewildered ! 

“Poor girl! They’ve taken her to a 
private asylum,” said an elderly matron, as 
she stepped into her Rolls Royce. 


| 
Sore) 
: 
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I quote the remark because it was the 
general opinion, but it did not satisfy me 
altogether. The girl may have been mad 
but there was too much method in her 
madness to suggest that her strange con- 
duct could be accounted for so easily. I 
had seen no sign of madness in her during 
the two hours she had spent with me that 
morning and, if she was not exactly in 
society, it had been obvious to Paula and 
to me that she was a girl of good family 
and education. That she also possessed 
money was proved by her readiness to pay 
us so large a fee. No, the solution was 
something other than madness, even if 
madness was not out of the question. 


AULA and I talked it over until we 

were nearly exhausted, and then, having 
failed to satisfy my curiosity, I took a taxi 
and drove to Mrs. Hammond’s house, 
knowing that if she could not solve the 
mystery nobody else could, for it was a 
generally recognized fact that all gossip 
and humor eventually came to Mrs. Ham- 
mond to be sifted and refined until the truth, 
or something resembling it, was found. 

“My dear, what a bit of bad luck for 
poor Waddington,” was her first remark 
when I entered the drawing-room. “That 
was Bertha Callingham. I see you've never 
heard of her, but three years ago Richard’s 
father was terrified lest he should marry 
her. I believe they were secretly engaged, 
but whether they were or not, Bertha re- 
garded him as her property. I am talking 
now after the event, for at the time the 
whole affair was a secret except to three 
or four people, and as Waddington seldom 


appeared in society and she never did, it 
was easy for them to keep the secret. Then, | 
as you may remember, Richard’s aunt, 
Mrs. Radford, died and left him her entire 
fortune. That was a stroke of luck, for he 
was heavily in debt and the family property | 
was mortgaged up to the hilt. I thought 
that once he was rich he would marry 
Bertha Callingham, but the possession of 
money made him ambitious, and a few 
weeks afterwards he proposed to Helen 
Dryden. The announcement of the en- 
gagement seems to have driven the jilted 
girl almost mad--I ought to say quite mad 
—for she had disfigured herself in order 
to resemble Helen and take her place at the 
altar. When I saw her in the vestry—she 
made a bit of a scene before they got her 
into a car just as the wedding party were 
coming in to sign the register—she was 
almost a replica of Helen. You see, she 
sent a bogus telephone message to Richard 
at twelve, to say that owing to sudden 
illness neither her father nor mother would 
be present at the ceremony.” 

T believed at the time that I could never 
forget the incident, but we live at such | 
high pressure nowadays that it is not easy 
to remember anything more than a month 
old. That was the reason why I was so 
completely surprised about two years later 
when, opening my morning paper, I read 
particulars of the marriage of Bertha Cal- 
lingham to a wealthy young army officer. 


. Ax HER woman got my husband 
away from me. I fought her for his 

love and I took him back.” This the story 
one wife tells. Another says. “It’s fatally 
easy for a married man to fall in love. That | 
was true of my husband but I refused to | 
take him back.” Here are two answers | 
to the question asked in September Smart | 
Ser, “Shall I Take My Husband Back?” | 
Read these two answers, | Took My | 
Husband Back, and, I Didn't Take My | 
Husband Back, given by two wives, in| 

Smart Set for November A 


through 
the long hard years 

of drudgery at low 
pay, that are nec- 
essary in so many 
occupations? There will 


always be a demand for good art work, due to 
the limited number who have talent for drawing. If you like to 
draw, an almost sure indication of talent, don’t fail to make the 
most of it. Modern business offers rich rewards to the young 
man or woman who will develop art ability along practical com- 
mercial art lines. Federal training has proven that it can lift you 
over several years of low-pay struggling and bring you much 
more quickly to a worth while income. 


See What These Young Artists Earn 


E. McT., Pasadena. 
C. R., Minneapolis 


P, M. H., Carnegie, Pa.. es 
Cc. P. M., 


young artists is only 30 years. 
These are only a few of the 
hundreds who have developed 
their natural talent through 
the Federal Course and are 
earning good incomes. 


Learn at Home in Your 
Spare Time 

The Federal Course de- 
velops your ability by the 
quickest possible methods. 
Many of this country’s famous 
artists have written and illus- 
trated exclusive lessons for the 
Federal course. Individual, 
personal criticism is given to 
every student. 


Send Today for‘‘ YOUR 
FUTURE” 

An illustrated book telling 

about Commercial Art as a 

profession; about the famous 


M. O. H., Hollywood $300 to $906 a mo. 


H. B. R., Oakland 
(Names on request) 


artists who have contributed 
to the course and showing re- 
markable work of our students. 
Learn of the progress you can 
make under Federal guidance. 
Find out what graduates and 
others say about the course. 
Fill in the coupon, stating age 
and occupation, and 

mail it, with 6c 

stamps, NOW. 
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1670 Federal Schools Building, 
Minneapolis, Minn. 
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Learn to Play 
by Ear in 90 Days 


Be a master of jazz, syncopation, melody. It 
is easy to learn at home in your spare time. 
Wonderful Niagara Method shows you how. 
By R. C. JAMES 

How I used to wish that I could sit down at the piano 
and j r e golden syncoy n of American melody ° 
tho no players I | the ard. How I used to 
wish that I could ke the popular one in every crowd, 

gut I could not play a note. I did not know a thing 
about music, 

Niagara Method Shows The Way 
Pre just as 
d 1 h makes piano playing 
it fc r Director Wright’s book 
7 read the book, and I knew it 


rig 
I followed Director Wright’s principles, and in no time 
I had caught on to his ideas, 
Simple — Easy — Delightful 
And the best part of it all is that there is nothing hard 
about the Niagar lethod. In a short time, by follow- 
tor Wr ght's principles and by devoting a part 
et to the practical application of his course, 
ed to play. 


resome scales—no arpeggios to learn—no weary | 


tice—no do-re-mi—no meaningless exercises, 

the Niagara Method, y 

eloff any popular song which the high-priced orchestra 

leaders play in the cabarets, clubs, hotels, dance halls, 
or theaters. 

Decide to Begin Now 

If you have never played a note, or if you do play— 

no matter how well—you too may ‘become a master of 

jazz and melody by learning the simple, wonderful 

Ni ag ira | 


FREE BOOK wait ano other day. Send the 
coupon now for the “Niagara Se- 

cret.”’ This book is yours absolutely 

FREE, If 10c (coin or stamps) is 

enclosed you also re onderful 

‘How to Entertainat Piano.” 
Ronald G. Wright, Director 

Niagara School of Music, 

Dept. 9309 Niagara Falls, N. Y. 


cive w 


booklet‘ 


NIAGARA SCHOOL OF MUSIC ,Dept.930,NiagaraFalls,N.Y. 
Without obligation mail me your book**The Niagara Se- 
eret.’’ Lenclose 10c for book’*How to Entertain at Piano” 
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on sale at Photo Supply and 
> Album counters everywhere. They 
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cot. SK, 4711 Clark St. 


AGENTS £5 70515 


Daily easy-Introducing NEW STYLE GUARAN- 
TEED HOSIERY—Must wear or replaced Free— 
Big profits— Repeat orders bring you steady In- 
come—You write orders—We Deliver and Collect 
—(or you can deliver — suit yourself) 
Experience unnecessary— No apital requ 
o—Outht furnished—Newest colore— 
Bunny — Orchid— Blush—Light- 
plan and Sworn Proof 


Cincinnati, O. 


ired— 


Har t-- Newtan 
Writ or sales 


0 Chee ‘Co. Card 63310. 


u are reading this—I | 


u can sit down and } 


I Wish I Had Petted 


[Continued from page 57] 


shy, and spent most of my time outside 
school hours in reading. I had soon fin- 
ished all the prescribed books in vogue at 
that time. After that I was interested 
chiefly in love stories. 

But the love stories 
nearly so interesting as the love stories I 
thought up, mostly after I went to bed. 
I never hated to have bedtime come, it 
was so delightful to lie in the darkness 
and take up the current love story where 
I had left off the night before. Some of 
the episodes were so thrilling that | could 
scarcely bear to leave them and go on to 
think up others. Needless to say | was 
the heroine of all these lovely scenes. And 
in every one I was kissed! 


I read were never 


7 COURSE, long before I finished high- 
school I knew that many thoroughly 
“nice” girls did pet. Some of them ad- 
mitted it, quite simply and without shame. 
[ envied them their ease with boys, their 
popularity, but for the life of me I could 
not adopt their free and friendly manner. 
I was not ugly. Indeed, I was rather 
pretty, and my clothes were always in good 
taste. No—it was not my appearance, it 
was my manner, that kept the boys away 
from me. By the time I was eighteen my 
“niceness” had hardened into a mask of 
studied indifference and I was darned near 
being a snob. 
My classmates thought me cleverer than 
I really was; they elected me to class of- 
fices, made me the editor of the paper, let 
me run the class politics; but the other 
girls had more fun, more dates, more 
buggy rides; the other girls had kisses, 
too—I knew it, and envied them. Oh, 
well, maybe it would be different when I 
went to college next year. Out in the 
Middle West we have chiefly co-educa- 
tional colleges. My aunts had gone to the 
State University, and I was to be sent 
there, also. Here, I was sure, | would find 
romance. 


DIDN’T. I was soon pledged to a good 

sorority, and almost from the first week 
I had a steady “suitor.” He belonged to 
my class, and developed into one of the 
best students in school, a fellow much 
more interested in ideas than in people, 
in his work than in me. This was as it 
should have been, of course—from his 
parents’ point of view; they were sending 
him there to acquire an education, not a 
sweetheart. But I wished he would be 
more lover-like, even though I was never 
the least bit in love with him. 

3y the time I was a senior I was be- 
ginning to think hopefully of marriage, 
for several loving pairs in my class were 
already engaged. There wasn’t anybody 
in the class, not even my faithful “suitor” 
(who had never sued!) who appealed to 
me as a husband, but the idea of marriage 
fascinated me. Right around the corner 
might lie romance. The very next day, 
the very next vacation, might bring the 
Right One. How I dreamed of his com- 
ing! He would put his arm _ tenderly 
around me, try to draw me to him, as all 
the others had done, and as usual, | would 
draw away and say, with a sweet, pure 
look in my lovely, serious eyes (the ad- 
jectives are mine): 

“I’m not that kind of a girl.” 

Then it was his cue to say—and the 
Right One would really say it: 

course, you're not! That's what I 
love about you, Constance, you wonderful 
girl—your dignity, your purity, the fact 
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that you have kept yourself so aloof, that 
you have waited for me. That's why | 
worship you, darling! That’s why I want 
you to be my wife.” Then—tableau! 
Kisses! All 1 wanted, till death do us 
part. 

Rather a nice ideal, wasn’t it? I hope 
it has worked out happily for at least part 
of the trusting little Puritans who have 
clung doggedly to it, as I did. But hear 
how it worked out for me. 

My last spring at college was unhappy, 
and I did not know the reason why. I 
simply knew that I dreaded graduation. I 
didn’t want a career. But of course I 
must go to work to earn my own living. 

Thus I graduated, and went home, to 
take up a quiet, orderly, school-teacher 
life with my mother. Already she had 
planned that after a year or two of teach- 
ing, I should go back to the university, 
take my master’s degree, and eventually 
become a college teacher. 

The summer following my graduation, 
I met my first real suitor. He was a 
lawyer, fifteen years older than myself, 
who had recently moved to our little city. 
He was a fine talker and already popular 
in local society. He was good-looking, 
sophisticated, delightful. Of course I fell 
head-over-heels in love with him. 


E TREATED me with what I consid- 
ered a proper respect for several 
months, calling on me frequently, taking 
me to ride, to such entertainments as of- 
fered in a small place, to a number of 
dances. Life was now full of charm and 
meaning. Outside, I preserved my carefully 
cultivated air of cool indifference; inside I 
was in a fever of excitement, thrills, ardor, 
Then one evening he put his arm around 
me, tried to kiss me. 

I drew away, pretending to be deeply 
offended, though my heart was pounding 
joyously. 

“I’m not that kind of a girl,” I said. 

“What kind?” he asked, with a twinkle 
of amusement. I see now how funny I 
was, with my idiotic attempt at dignity. 

“The kind that lets everybody hold her 
hand, and paw her,” I explained cuttingly. 

“You don’t even hold hands?” he asked. 

“No, not even hold hands,” I affirmed 
sternly. Oh, the idiot, why didn’t he grab 
me, kiss me! I had played my part cor- 
rectly. 

What he did was laugh at me, long and 
merrily. 

“All right, fair Constance. It shall be 
as you wish,” he said finally, when he saw 
that I was offended. “I'll treat you with 
all the distant respect that is due a Sunday 
School teacher. If you ever wish to hold 
my hand, dont, hesitate. You might find 
you enjoyed it.’ 

Of course I should have enjoyed it. But 
I was afraid. His interest in me soon 
waned. He was too kind, too well-bred, 
to drop me immediately, as younger boys 
had done. He called now and then, took 
me riding once or twice more, sent me 
flowers once again, and gently tapered 
things off. I had met him in June. After 
Thanksgiving I seldom saw him. 

By spring I was ready to despair, and 
then Pete came into my life. 

It was summer. The nights were moon- 
drenched, breathless. Pete was young and 
strong and alive to the beauty of it all. 
He took me by storm. His love-making 
surpassed anything I had ever imagined. 
He spouted poetry, he wrote divine son- 
nets about me (or some female), he sang 
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to me, he made up the most beautiful de- 
scriptive phrases about me, he said all the 
lovely, ardent things that any romance- 
hungry girl would like to have said to her. 
And he kissed me. How he kissed me! 
By the hour! Until I could bear no more, 
After the first one, I made no resistance. 
Indeed, | had always known I should like 
kissing, so this was no surprise. The 
thrill came in at last knowing a man who 
wanted me enough to beat down my first 
resistance. 

Any sensible girl enjoys being loved, 
receiving a daily letter full of the most 
thrilling, flattering phrases. Pete was a 
wonderful lover; he still is—and is very 
successful in winning women. We were 
engaged when we had known each other 
six days, married after six months. I 
found him so exciting, his love-making so 
thrilling to my starved heart, that I hon- 
estly believed I loved him. 

Our honeymoon was glorious! Even 
now I thrill at the memory of it. But 
when the first glamor wore off, I found I 
had married a complete stranger. Aside 
from the fact that we were both white and 
Americans, we had practically nothing in 
common. 

Beyond kissing, there were few things 
we enjoyed doing together. I liked fiction, 
he liked poetry; I liked plays, he liked 
symphony concerts. Our taste in friends 
was just as different, though I tried man- 
fully to enjoy his kind, and I met few of 
my own kind in the eastern city to which 
he took me. He criticized my clothes, my 
manner, my taste. We were mis-mated and 
unhappy from the first, and he soon turned 
for consolation to other women who liked 
poetry and understood symphony. We 


stuck it out for half a dozen years before | 


clearing the air by a frank admission that 
our marriage had been a mistake. Then 
we separated. 


UT I have never blamed Pete for the 

complete failure. In many small things 
he did fail, certainly. I did, too. But the 
chief failure was due to our utter incom- 
patibility. Reason had no part in our 
courtship. It was, on my part at least, 
solely a matter of the senses. I had never 
had any petting. I should have been 
taught to pet, made to do it! For it is a 
fearful handicap for any girl or boy to 
grow up without having enjoyed many 
warm, comfortable, free-and-easy friend- 
ships with youngsters of the opposite sex, 
friendships warm enough to include some 
hand-holding afd kissing. 

Of course, there always have been and 
always will be girls who are just frankly 
bold and predatory little animals, out to 
get all the sex excitement they can; I 
don’t advise sweet, wholesome girls who 
honestly wish to be good to imitate them. 
But I do advise all the sweet and whole- 
some girls to believe that most boys are 
decent and wholesome, too, and that it is 
not an indecent or unwholesome instinct 
for youth to indulge in a little petting. | 

There may be, in some cases, danger in 
obeying these’ youthful impulses. It would 
be silly to deny that caresses often lead 
further. But I maintain that in those 
instances the intention, from the ial 
ning, was to go beyond caresses. 

The danger in repressing the natural in- 
stinct to pet is that sooner or later some- 
body is going to come along who will over- 
come the old repression—and then there 
will be a rush of excitement to the head, 
and the poor, shy, hitherto, unkissed, un- 
petted young creature will gasp and say: 

“This is wonderful! This must be love !” 

Lots of married unhappiness, hundreds 
of mis-mated pairs, many divorces, I feel 
sure, would be avoided if parents approved 
of more and better petting. 
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freedom from “shine,” in the way your 
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Lost Twenty 
Pounds a Month 


‘good looking” even when 
She had the same features 
Today she is 


Marjorie Crawford was ‘ 
she weighed 235 pounds 
she has today, but not the same figure 
beautiful, as fair of form as of face 

A miracle, no, but a complete transformation of an 
overweight bulky body into a form slender and graceful 
as any woman could wish for 


This great reduction of 85 pounds was accomplished 


easily, in less than four months by a pleasant method, 
without the use of drugs, turkish baths or starvation 
methods, and Miss Crawford will tell you that she 


never felt better in her life 


She has a figure any woman might envy, wears 
stunning gowns and once more gets real enjoyment 
out of living 


She gives Wallace and his music method full credit. 
“Your system is all I used, Mr. Wallace," she says in 
a grateful letter just received. She tells of the real 
fun she had going through the simple movements and 
the feeling of elation and physical well being that 
came after every lesson 

By this system the waist grows slender, hips straighten 
out, broad shoulders and oversize bust take on new 
shapeliness Arms and limbs, too, lose all signs of un- 
gainly fat and ankles become slender and graceful | 

Write Miss Crawford if you wish confirmation of her 
story—her address is 6704 Merrill Avenue, Chicago; but 
better still, take advantage of 
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For those who doubt and wish to test at home, Wallace 
has set aside a thousand first lessons, records and all, | 
which he will gladly mall for a free trial, if you will send | 
name and address. There's nothing to pay—-no postage— | 
no deposit. He wants you to prove for yourself that you | 
can reduce, just as Miss Crawford and thousands of | 

others have done 
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A Wife Who Couldn’t Be Bad 


[Continued from page 39] 


wedding night. They were bitter to me 
now. 

“Oh, what shall I do?” I cried wringing 
my hands, “what shall I do?” 

“Make the best of a bad job like the 
rest of us, my girl.” 

Everything went black before me. I put 
out my hand and groped for a chair. When 
the darkness lifted | found my father gone 
and myself back in my old place at the 
writing table, my husband’s quill pen in 
one hand, in the other a telegram addressed 
to Dr. Raymond Galbraith, New York. 


T’S most important,” I told the foot- 

man who stood beside me, waiting with 
his silver tray and his wooden face. “See 
that it goes at once.” I pushed past him 
quickly and went out into the hall. 


* * * * * 


Upstairs in the little bare room he had 
chosen for his own out of all the forty 
odd rooms in the great white house, my 
husband lay on his iron bed. 

I sat by his side and I held his hand. 
The icy wind blew through the icy-cold 
room. The future stretched itself out be- 
fore me, gray and grim. My thoughts 
went round and round in my head, desper- 
ately seeking some way out of this hideous 
coil—and finding none. 

“A rat in a trap!” thought IL 


“Oh, if you please, Ma'am... if you 
please  . quavering voice broke the 
silence. “If you please.” 

“Yes, Robins, what is it?” I turned 
my head languidly to find the old butler 


standing beside me holding out a visiting 
card. His hands shook as if he had the 
ague. A tear hung on his wrinkled cheek 
like a drop of dew on a faded leaf. 
‘The gentleman from New York, Ma’am. 
The doctor,” he whispered. “He’s come.” 
“The doctor!” At the word I jumped 
to my feet. “Where is he, Robins? Where 
is he? Why did you leave him downstairs ? 
3ring him up, of course, show him in. 


Hurry! Hurry! 


I TURNED back to the bed, leaning 
down over my husband, plunging my 
eyes deep into his eyes, pressing his hand 
to my breast in my excitement. 

“Dr. Raymond Galbraith,” quavered the 
old butler’s voice. 

I turned quickly and ran forward with 
outstretched hands. Halfway across the 
room I stopped stock-still as if I were 
transfixed. In the dim light, standing in 
the doorway, I saw a tall man of slender 
build. His ardent eyes looked at me out 
of his weary white face. His hair lay 
slicked back to his well-shaped head like 
a coat of shining black paint. 

It was my secret lover come to life. 

“What are you doing here?” 1 gasped. 
“Why have you come?” 

The man opened his thin red lips and 
answered me. 

“You called me and I came.” 

“Oh, why have you come?” 
“Oh, God! Why have you come? 

With a supreme effort I wrenched back 
my self-control. 

“This is very good of you, doctor, to 
come so far. I will leave you to examine 
your patient alone.” 

I passed him by with a distant bow, 
opened the communicating door and went 
into my own room. 

In my bedroom the fire was burning, all 
the candles were lighted. 

To go from John’s cell, with its white 
walls and its empty grate, into that ex- 
quisite apartment of mine was like passing 
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I cried. 


” 


into another world, a world adorned with 
luxury and wealth, gracious with warmth 
and light. 

I sat in my pink satin chair and looked 
at the door as | had sat and looked at 
the door in the Ritz Hotel. I thought as 
I had thought on my wedding night, “Sup- 
posing the door opened and he came in—— 


At the thought, reaction, fierce and 
strong, seized me, shaking me from head 
to foot as a reed is shaken in the wind. 
| forgot the weary days, the sleepless 


nights, the bitter cold. Fatigue and despair 
fell from me. I was warm and rested and 
young. I was mad for life and love. 

At the moment the sound of the gong 
went booming through the house. 

In all the days in all the years Robins 
had rung that gong. Though none now 
answered its ringing, though none now 
came down to eat the meals that still were 
served, he rang it still, fond, faithful fool, 
in the desperate hope, maybe, that the 
master he loved would hear its sounding 
and rise up from his bed of sickness and 
come down. 


OOM! Boom! Boom!” went the 

gong, rolling like thunder through the 
empty corridors of the silent house. It 
conjured up before me a vision of shaded 
lights and sparkling glass. It woke in me 
the ravening desire for food and wine. 
Long before it had finished its booming I 
was out of the room, down the passage, 
and standing at the top of the stairs. 

At the foot stood a tall, slender figure, 
supremely elegant in black coat and white 
tie with ardent eyes and shining head and 
a crimson rose that burned on his breast 
like a flame. 

Slowly the tired face of my lover lost 
its weariness. Slowly the red lips parted 
showing the perfect teeth. 

“So you've come!” 

I lifted my eyes, bright with passion, 
languorous with desire, and gave him a 
look, a look with the very essence of sex. 

“You called me and I came.” 

“Madam is served,” the old butler said 
beside me. 

With never a thought for the sick-man 
upstairs lying lonely and helpless in his 
iron bed, we drew together. Arm in arm 
as two lovers should, we crossed the great 
hall and went into the difing-room. 

I looked across at my lover taking his 
ease in my husband's chair, eating his food, 
drinking his wine, and I marvelled at my- 
self. “This is how murderers must feel,” 
I thought. “They know what they're doing 
is wicked. They know if they’re caught 
they'll be hanged. But the thing’s too 
strong for them. They can't help them- 
selves, poor wretches. They do it all the 
same.” 

I turned to the old butler standing be- 
hind my chair and said: 

“Take the ice; give me the coffee; put 
cut the lights and go.” 


ITH a furious impatience I watched 
him do my bidding. 

My lover and I were alone. 

Yet—had I not sat with him thus, in 
thought, a hundred times before; in the 
garret, when he sat with phantom pen 
writing his ghostly books; on the great 
white yacht that had transported us in 
my dreams to enchanted islands washed 
by the magic of purple seas; on the heights 
of life when we had toiled together in the 
service of a suffering world; in the depths 
when I had agonised outside the prison 
walls while he had expiated the pains of 
unknown sins within. 
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Hundreds of times we had sat together 
in my dreams, he and I. 

Now, for the first time, we sat together, 
real man, real woman—alone. 

I pushed back my cup and my plate. 
I put my two elbows on the table and 
rested my chin on my folded hands. I 


looked at my lover across the table, sip-, 


ping my husband's coffee and I felt myself | 


go hot and cold all over. 

“Well,” I said, “!et’s hear the worst 
and get it over! I want the truth and 
I want it quick. Is it kill or eure?” 

Over the unlit cigarette the red lips 
parted. 

“There’s only one cure on earth for a 
disease like his.” 

“You mean you can do nothing?” 

“Nothing.” 

“There's no hope?” 

“None.” 


I GOT up out of my chair and went and 
stood beside him trembling in every 
limb. The blood was pouring through my 
head like a cataract. My heart was beat- 
ing like a drum. 

He turned in his chair, my husband's 
chair, and held out his arms. “Come to 
me.” 

“No, no, no!” I cried. “Oh, John!” 

I cried and went to him. I fell on his 
breast. I slid to his knee. I gave myself 
up to my lover’s kiss with my husband's 
name upon my lips! The divine madness 
that creates, obliterates, annihilates the 
world was mine. 

“No, no no!” I cried. I tore my lips 
from my lover’s mouth. I tore my body 


from his arms. “No, no, no!” I cried, and | 


staggered to my feet. 

Shuddering and gasping I stood there 
clutching my victory that had cost me 
dearer than defeat. 

The eyes watching me across the table 
narrowed till they were mere slits of 
light. 

“So that’s how it is, is it? Promise 
everything, give nothing! The virtuous 
modern woman! So you're one of them!” 

“I'm not,” I cried fiercely. “I’m not! 
I promise nothing and give everything. 
Make me, take me, break me—I’m yours. 
But we've got to tell my husband first.” 

“Tell your husband? How can you tell 
him, you sweet little fool? He can't 
hear.” 

“Then we'll write it down on a piece 
of paper and hold it up in front of his 
eyes so that he can read it.” 

“How can he read it, you sweet little 
fool? He can’t see.” 

“He can,” I cried shaking with passion. 
“He can! If he can't, why do his eyes 
follow me about the room?” 

“Pure optical illusion, just as the painted 
eyes of a good portrait seem to follow 
you about a room. Come here and kiss 
me, you sweet little fool. No need to 
worry that pretty head. Your husband 
knows nothing.” 

“He knows everything!” I said. 

I stood watching his slender fingers fit- 
ting one of John’s cigarettes into John’s 
holder—the slender black onyx holder with 
the little band of rubies I had bought him 
out of my own money and given him 
from under my pillow on Christmas Day. 
A dozen times I had told old Robins to 
put it away; he still persisted in putting 
it out, on the same principle as he rang 
the gong I suppose, in the unquenchable 
hope that his master would hear its ring- 
ing and come down to find it lying ready 
for him in its place. I asked myseli 
furiously why the old idiot didn’t do as 
he was told. Somehow it irked me to see 
the thing my husband had said was too 
precious to use, accepted as a matter of 
course by another man. 

The sound of his voice startled me. 
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MakeYourSkin 
/vory-white 


in 3 Days! 


I have the honor to announce the most 
important beauty discovery of the age 
; a wonderful new-type lotion that 
clears the skin oF every yemish an 
makes it as smooth and white as ivory. 
Every woman who wants a glorious com- 
plexion can now have it in three to six 
days. 


NOW . . . a New Kind of Lotion 
Skin Whitener 
N' YW you can have the smooth, flawless complexion 


you have always longed for . . . the exquisite 
white skin you see only in famous beauties The 

kind of sk hat powder cannot give The skin itself 
st be soft, smooth and whit My marvelous dis- 

r ry now gives you this striking complexion in just 
three to six days. It smooths the skin to soft, silky 


texture. It whitens the skin to ivory whiteness. 
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away. Never before have women had such a preparation! 
Mild, gentle and guaranteed safe and h aie Apply 
t stt ¢ mit sat bedtime. Every woman should 
have it. There is not one complexion in a thousand that 
will not be clearer, smoother, more radiant through its use. 


Test It ... Whiten Your Neck 


ation on your arm, hands, or on your 


Test t prepa 
neck where the skin is usually much darker than on the 
face. See what an amazing improve it three days make 
Use my Lotion Face Bleach any way you like for six days. 
Then, if you are not simply delighted, I ask you to let 


m re fur 
Large Bottle... Low Price... Guaranteed! 
Send no money—simply mail coupon. When package 


arrives pay postman only $1.50 for the regular large-size 
bottle. Use this wonderful cosmetic six days. Then, if 
t delighted, return I will refund your money 
coupon today to (Mrs.) 

G RV AISE. G W. Illinois St., Chicago. 


GERVAISE GRAHAM 


FACE BLEACH 


Mrs.) GERVAISE GRAHAM, 
Dept. S-10, 25 W. Illinois St., Chicago 

Send me, postage paid, one Lotion Face Bleach. On 
arrival, | will pay postman only $1.50. If not delighted 
after six days’ use I will return it and you will at once 
refund my money 


your money. 


Name 


Address 


“Well, my pretty! Still repenting the 
sins you haven’t committed? How much 
longer are you going to keep me waiting 
for another kiss?” 

His eyes, ardent again and shining like 
two black diamonds, called to me, mocking 
me through the rings of smoke 

Suddenly the thought of those other 
eyes came to me; eyes glazed with pain 
and endless torment; eyes steadfast even 
in hell. They called to me, those eyes, 
like a human voice 

I slipped my hand into my bosom and 
took out the little black glass bottle and 
laid it down by my side. 


N THAT exquisite table with its shin- 
ing crystal, its fruit and its flowers, 
it took on a strangely sinister look. 

“What's that?” said he. 

“The medicine you gave him.” 

“What medicine?” 

“At the Front. Don’t you remember? 

He shook his head. 

‘The poison!” 

“Poison ?” 

The sleek black head flashed round to 
the velvet curtains and back again to me. 
He yo ey out and picked up the little 
black glass bottle with a covert hand. 

“Where did you get that?” 

“Tohn gave it me. 

“When ? 

“On our wedding night.” 

“That was a_ strange thing for a man 
to do. What did he give it to you for? 

“He was wild with excitement and 
nerves. I betieve he ‘enane he was going 
to be struck down that night. He made 
me swear that if ever it happened I'd send 
for you. He gave me this bottle to keep.” 

“Then you'd better not keep it any 
longer. There'd be the devil to pay if this 
were ever found.” He turned with a quick 
sharp movement as if to throw it into the 
fire. I caught back his hand. 

“Stop!” | cried. “You can’t do that!” 

“Why not?” 

“You've got to give it to him.” 

“What? I give your husband poison?” 

“Didn't you promise to at the Front?” 

The elegant shoulders dismissed the 
question with an impatient shrug. 

“Oh, the Front! In a hell like that 
one promises a man anything that may 
help to steady his nerve.” 

“Death’s death,” I said. “It makes no 
difference here or at the Front.” 

“Don't you believe it, you sweet little 
fool! When a thousand men are dying 
every day of the week one more or less 
doesn’t count.” 

I looked at him curiously. It seemed to 
my excited fancy as if his strange exotic 
beauty were a trifle dimmed as the bril- 
liancy of a painting might fade when 
faced with too strong a light. 

“I thought you were one of those won- 
derful new men who believe a doctor’s 
first mission in life is to put an end to 
unnecessary suffering when there’s no 
chance of a cure.” 

“A doctor’s first mission in life is to 
look out for himself,” he answered me 
grimly. “You don’t expect me to risk 
my neck for nothing, do you?” 

“Oh, not for nothing!” I opened my 
bag and I handed him the letter. 

“What's that?” 

“A letter to you from John.” 

“For me?” He picked up a silver des- 
sert knife from his plate and ripped it 
open. He took out the check. A half sheet 
of paper folded in with the pink slip of 
paper dropped to the table unseen. 

I picked it up and read it. There were 
only five words: 

God bless you! 

JoHN WESTMACOTTE. 


The bold hard writing, the simple words, 
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again! 


gripped me by the throat until I could 
have screamed out with pain. No whining 
self-pity here; no cries for help; no 
shadows of doubt but that the bargain 
made would be fulfilled. Nothing but 
perfect confidence in the word of his 
friend. “God bless you.” How exactly 
like him! It was like a breath of strong 
sea air blowing through an over-heated 
room. 

“T say, do you know what this is for?’ 

He turned on me a face of stupefaction 
holding out the check. 

“It’s for twenty-five thousand dollars.” 

“Ts it?” 

“What's the idea of making it out to 


“He said it was your fee.” 

“My fee! He must have been crazy. A 
man would need to have millions to write 
a check like that.” 

“But he has millions.” 

“Who told you so?” 

“He did.” 

“When ?’ 

“The ws he called me in from the 
garden to tell me he'd made a new will.” 

“What day was that?” 

“The day he was struck down.” 

“Did he make it?” 


“Ta” 

— he sign it?” 
“We 

“Did you read it?” 
“No.” 


“Then you don’t know how he left it?” 

“Yes, I do. He told me. He left it all 
to me.” 

“All? He left you all the millions ?’ 

“All the millions,” I said. 

The thought of that stupendous fortune 
fell on the quiet room like a blow. It was 
as if a golden abyss dividing us had 
opened at our feet. We stood sounding 
the depths of each other's eyes in a silence 
more pregnant than speech. 

Romance with her magic veil had van- 
ished into the darkness like the paste- 
board puppets into the black heart of the 
clock. Across the shining abyss of gold, 
four centuries wide, three millions deep, 
my lover held out a compelling hand. 

“Come to me.” 

I went white; I went red, then went 
white again. Every drop of blood in my 
body screamed to me to take that hand 
but something stronger than myself pre- 
vented me. I held on to the top of the 
highbacked chair beside me as if the floor 
were slipping from under my feet. But 
I stood firm. 

“Not till we’ve told John.” 

“Then I must come to you!” 


H® CAME to me with his noiseless 
tread. He slipped his arm round my 
waist. He drew my face down to his 
breast. He laid his dark head on mine 
His voice, honey-sweet, came to me as | 
knew it in my dreams. 


“Glad I came? 

“Love me?” 

“Yes. 

ee away with me?” 

“Ve 

“Sail away in our great white yacht to 
all the lovely places we've seen in our 
dreams ?” 

“Do you dream, too?” It wasn’t like 
talking at all; it was like thinking aloud. 

“Do you dream, too? 

“All men dream, my pretty. Your 
thoughts are my thoughts. Your dreams 
are my dreams. Don’t you know the whole 
of life is nothing but a dream?” 

“Oh, lovely, lovely dream,” I thought. 
“Go on forever! Let me never wake 
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But the honey-sweet voice was whis- 
pering to me again. 

“We'll fly over the mountains to our 
enchanted island, eh?” 

“Yes.” 

“Lie all day in the burning sand in the 
burning sun?” 

“Yes.” 

“Swim all night in the moonlit lagoon 
... float with the silver stars and the 
golden suns in the purple sea? 

“Yes.” 

“And love each other always—night and 
day 
“Night and day.’ 

His lips straying among my curls came 
to rest on the tip of my ear. 

“Never get tired of being loved?” 

oO, 

“Never get tired of being kissed?” 

“No.” 

“Never get tired of being alone with 
me?” 

“Just you and I and—love! 

“And love,” I sighed. I stirred in- his 
embrace like a tired child. My hand re- 
laxed and fell to his. 

“E ver want to have a child? 


>” 


“Te 
“My ‘child ?” 

“Your hair; my eyes ... Queer to see 
oneself running about in the sand! Little 
hands clutching you; little voice calling 
you... You'd like that, eh?” 

“Oh, God!” I cried. 

“Crazy to have one, eh? 

“Crazy. 

“Crazy about me?” 


UT this time I didn’t answer him. I 
was past all speech. 

“Not telling, eh? Well, I'm crazy about 
vou.” His arm enfolding me tightened. 
The magic voice dropped to a deeper note. 

“Kiss me!” 

“Oh, dark secret lover!” I thought to 
myself. The gipsy jingle went round in 
my head. The jade beads burned round 
my neck like fire. 

“Kiss me!” 

I felt myself stiffen in his embrace. My 
eyes opened and the something ‘that was 
stronger than myself looked up at him 
unvanquished. 

“Not till we've told John.” 

“Oh, damn John! Kiss me, you little 
devil, kiss me!” 

“No!” 

The harsh discordant voice, the flaming 
furious eyes shocked me back into reality 
like the breaking of a spell. 

“N o!” 

| tore my body from his grasp. I set 
my arm, a bar of iron, between his lips 
and mine. “Not till we’ve told John.” 

“Then tell him, you little devil! Tell 
him!” The weary white face went black 
with rage. “I’m not preventing you, am I? 
Tell him! Scream it in his ears! He 
can't hear! Shout it from the house tops! 
He won't care! Tell him you love me! 
Tell him you've kissed me! Tell him 
you're not his, but mine! You go ahead 
and tell him! And after you've told him,” 
the red lips lifted in a mocking smile 
showing the perfect teeth, “after you've 
told him, put on your pretty chinchilla 
coat and your pearls, my love, and come 
away with me!” 


ILL Bertha Ann be able to resist the 
magnetic power of her dream lover? 
Will his flaming eyes prevent her from 
going to her husband? Don't fail to follow 
the thrilling life story of this remarkable 
woman in the November SMART SET, on 


sale October first 


EASY NOW TO GET 


A PERFECT MARCEL 
While You Dress or Sleep! 


Marvelous New Invention Gives 


Beautiful Professional-Like Wave 
Without Muss, Bother or Expense. 


Now ina few minutes’ time any womancan 

give herself a Perfect Marcel. All Milady 
has to do is place in her hair a Ready-Set 
Marceller which immediately conforms the 
hair into a series of beautiful waves similar to 
those given by the most experienced of beau- 
ty specialists. It’s no trick to putitin. The 
illustrations show how. neat it looks in the 
hair while in use and what a beautiful wave 
it gives to perfectly straight hair. 


The READY-SET 
Marceller 
Can’t Go Wrong 


Regardless of what texture hair you have, the 
Ready-Set Marceller never fails. It will de 
light you. It comes in two parts. One for 
the side of the head as shown in illustration. 
The other for the opposite side and back. It 
is adjustable for those who prefer the back 
shingle bob with sides waved. The secret of 
the Ready-Set is the folding crossbar which 

“automatically” puts each one of the flexible 
combs in the hair at the proper angle flat to 
the head and in the proper place to give a 


fect marcel. The crossbar works bellows 
Eashion. When you close up the crossbar the 
hair [which should be dampened} works up 
between the combs forming beautiful waves. 


The Ready-Set must not be confused 
with cloth waving caps—hot oil—hot 
irons—or intricate adjustment of combs. 
It is automatic, self-waving, self-adjust- 
ed silver-like waver with flexible special 
made combs. It weighs but a few 
ounces; comfortable to put on; nothing 
to get out of order; produces an auto- 
ly perfect marcel. 

Any woman who has lost time and 
patience with so-called home wavers 
is invited to try the Read y-Set entire- 
ly at our risk and expense to demon- 
strate that it is based on an entirely new 
and different principle. 

Your mirror tells the story! By the 
time you are dressed, your hair is beau- 
tifully done! Or put it on at night— 
you ‘ll never notice it—and in the 


ical than Ready-Set. If you have a 
permanent you need one. Ideal for re- 
tracing. For those with naturally curly 
hair who use the Finger wave, the 
Ready-Set will delight you. It is a 
way to safely marcel white hair. It gives 
the perfect wave to any type of hair. 


These Pictures Tell the e Story! 
1—Straight Undressed Hair. 2—The 
a ay Over the Hair in 3 Seconds. othe Re- 
—A Beautiful Toilet Everytime! 


Miss Ray Morse, well known beauty specialist, says: “After 
seeing the wave any woman can so easily get by simply 
using the Ready-Set Marceller, I would be selfish if I 
did not admit that it will save American women thousands 
of dollars formerly spent with beauty parlors. 


Send No Money 


We want you to be convinced the Ready-Set will give 
satisfaction. Later we plan to sell through stores, and we 
want your good will. We are offering a special introduc- 
tory price to women who make thistest. Send inthe coupon 
today for arsday trial of the Read y-Set Marceller. 

READY-SET MARCELLER CO. 
] 1027 Colonial Bldg., Kansas City, Mo. 


Please send me your Ready-Set Marceller. I agree to deposit 
$2.97 (plus postage) with the postman upon delivery. If I am 
not satisfied with results in every way I will return outfit within 
15 days and you are to refund the purchase price 


| NOTE: If you expect to be out when the postman calls, enclose 


$3. with order and the Ready-Set Marceller will be sent postpaid. 


Cash must accompany all orders outside of United States 


| 
| 
| 
| 
{ 
| 
mr», ij 
i 
~ 
| 
7 
morning you 1OOK aS if you had just ; | 
stepped from the beauty shop. ; 
| Note: For re-setting permanents | 1 
there is nothing better or more econom- | | 
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GIRLS! Be Succensfel in Art 


HY slave behind a counter or at a typewriter in 
some ordinary job at low wages if you have 
artistic talent at your finger tips that will raise you 


above the crowd and make you ~~ yo 
Numerous artists work at home or in their own 


Fascinating Work 
Magazine and newspaper illustrating, fashion 
drawing, decorative designing and color har- 
mony are fascinating branches of art for which 
women are peculiarly well fitted and which offer 
wonderful opportunities. Millions of dollars are 
paid out yearly to artists by publishers and adver- 
tisers. There will always be a tremendous demand 
for good art work due to the limited number who have 
talent for drawing. If you like to draw, an almost 
sure indication of talent, don’t fail to make the most 


| 
studios. | 
| 
| 


| rier of decency. 


Girls, Beware of Women Friends 


jesting about impropriety, the excusing of 
impurity. “Advanced” ideas regarding sex 
relationships, discussed so glibly, are cun- 
ning propaganda for free love; while dis- 
torted psycho-analysis offers a ready-made 
excuse for moral delinquency. 

It is but one logical step to social adven- 
tures that heretofore the wife would have 
considered highly improper. Trysts with 
men, dinners, night clubs. Coarse stories 
no longer shock her. She even essays some 
suggestive witticisms herself—at first only 
with her woman friend. But presently when 


[Continued from page 52] 


? 


Then scarcely does the fond mother seem 
to have taken her hand from the cradle 
before the girl reaches the dangerous age— 
the age of adolescence. “Dangerous!” 
jeers the complacent parent. “Why, she’s 
only a child. Surely she’s safe.” 
Physically safe, yes—safe in a degree. 
But this unchanged, sexless child to her 
parents is unfolding mentally like a bud 
into an entirely new being, a being as- 
sailed by strange instincts and emotions 
that puzzle her. Her moral character is 
in the shaping. She is in her most plastic 


vulgar stories are told by age, grasping 
men or to men in her pres- eagerly at all in- 
ence she is not embarrassed. i formation that in- 
| It is the average man’s a volves sex. What- 
| boast that he never insults EW York City's ever she imbibes at 
a decent woman. That is Court of Domestic this period, good or 
so even of the roué. But Relations is known as bad, is going to 
from any man’s viewpoint the Graveyard of Dead make a permanent 
the woman who condones Romances Judge Charles imprint. 

te aia She is hungering 


filthy talk is outside the bar- 


One does not have to draw 
material from police courts 
to know that society holds 
many women eager and 


A. Oberwager presides 
over this court. 
him, day after day, pass 
the sorry and sordid rem- 


for information 
that, she reasons 
instinctively, she 
may acquire from 


Before 


of it and enjoy the good things of life ready to contaminate other 
The Federal Master Course women. There is mo one 
teaches, among others, the branches listed above. | place to lay a finger on them. 


Lessons in each have been written and illustrated 
exclusively for the course by more than fifty The vivacious high-school 


nationally known artists, specializing therein. No | girl, demure before grown- 
other institution in the country has such an array of | 

great artists as are on the Federal Staff oer ae by a i 

zirls and approved of by 

ederal Authors 

The Federa fond parents, may be a 


include such famous artists as Neysa McMein, Sid Smith, 


Fay King, Clare Briggs, Fontaine Fox, Norman Rockwell, | moral canker spot in a whole 


and many others. If you decide on art as acareer,choose | _. 
nothing leas than a real complete course—the Federal school. Not alone the dash- 
Course, & proven result getter. You can study at home ing widows but also the 


during spare time 
seemingly circumspect wives 


other older girls 
nants of broken hopes without assailing 
and twisted loves. Out this mew embar- 
of his observation and rassing modesty 
that has come to 


experience, Judge Ober- 
wager has won under- 
standing. He is giving his 
thoughts to you in the 
pages of 

SMART Set 
On page 50 of this issue 


her. 

Why doesn’t she 
go to her mother? 
False modesty. The 
gir! is ashamed to 
betray her gnaw- 
ing interest in a 
taboo subject. So 


. ” 

Send Today for “A Road to Bigger Things 
Every young woman with ambition and a liking for 
drawing should read this free illustrated book before 
deciding on her life's work It tells about illustrating 
profession, aBout the famous artists who have 
helped build the Federal Course 
and shows remarkable work done by 
Federal Students. Just mail in the 
coupon below and we will send you 


' front ranks of these sowers 


and mothers may be in the 


danger 


of impurity. 
women 


Young or old, the woman 
whose soul has been con- 
taminated seems to be like 


appears his article on the 


reading that kindly warn- 


she seeks explana- 
tions from other 
girls, and explana- , 
tions come even if 
she does not seek 
them. But what sort 


to girls of bad 
friends. After 


the book free. 


the usual drug habitué—re- 
sistlessly driven to seek 
company in her obliquity. 
There are several possible 
explanations for this, rang- 
ing from psychology to ex- 
pediency. Among the mar- 
| ried wantons some attach to 
themselves a virtuous woman 
to blind the world to their 
own misdoing; others cap- 
italize innocence to advance 
| their own depravities. 
The passé matron is of 


of Illustrating 


Federal School of Illust 
10286 Federal School Bl Minneapolis, Minn. 


Please send your free book, ‘A Road to Bigger Things,” to 


Name Age 

qunentien the latter sort. Her physical 
| attractions have waned, her 

Address | wiles have lost their potency. 


ing, you will not want to 
miss his answer to the 
question 


Is A Woman’s Past 
Her Own? 


Just how much should a 
woman tell? Is she under 
bond to tell more than the 
man? If she tells will the 
man forgive and forget? 
Can she ever escape the 
shadow of the double 
code? You will get light 
on this problem from 


of explanations? 
At best  conjec- 
tures, incomplete, 
attractive by their 
very indefiniteness 
and by the secrecy 
that surrounds such 
confidences. 

Think if she falls 
under the tutelage 
of a bad girl! 
Think of the dis- 
torted explanations 
she will get, expla- 
nations grossly ex- 
aggerated that will 
allure where they 
should cause sane 


| The young wife she has an- 


AMMER 


Attend no institute until you get my free 
book “Millard’s Advanced Natural Corrective 
Course” and a free copy of my Natural Speech 
Magazine. Est. 24 years. 10,000 cases success- 
fully treated. Largest school for stammerers in 
the world. Positive results guaranteed Graduates 
everywhere. Millard Institute of No 

hh, 2305 Millard Bidg., Milwaukee, Wis. 


CORNS 


For quick, safe relief from 
painful corns or tender toes 


and Ar Sc of tight shoes r 
S s At drug 
nd shoe stores 
Zino-pads 


For Free Sample write The Scholl Mfg. Co., Chicago 


nexed possesses the very at- Judge 
tractions she lacks—youth, 
beauty, ingenuousness, inno- 


cence; the qualities that al- 


Oberwager’s ar- 
ticle which will appear in 
November Smart Set 


fear. 

Some years ago 
there were brought 
into court six 
youths and six 


lure men, especially men of 


the sort who constitute Mrs. 
Passé’s social following. 
Mrs. Passé will catch a Lothario for her- 
self by using the younger woman as a 
Of course, she picks only the fair- 


bait. 

est of flowers. No weeds fo her. The 
more modest and unsophisticated the 
novice is the better she will suit the 
purpose. 


From the earliest dawn of her reasoning 
faculty, a normal girl is inherently modest. 
When she first realizes the differences be- 

'tween the sexes she is little more than a 
baby; but thenceforth, unconsciously, she 
‘is influenced by it in her play with boys. 
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schoolgirls whose 
hair hung in plaits 
—this being before the era of the bob. 
They had been arrested in a furnished flat 
that had been called a “literary club.” 

As the shocked public got the case, those 
little girls had fallen victims to the six 
youths. Actually they had fallen victims 
to one of themselves, a girl of sixteen. 

For months, it appeared, the youths had 
hung around the schoolhouse trying to get 
acquainted with the girls. They made no 
progress. The girls would flutter and gig- 
gle. but hurry on. 

But the older girl did get acquainted 
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Millions know how to 


Keep Slender 


In every crowd now note how slenderness 
prevails. Fat has become the exception. It is 
a blight to beauty, health and fitness, and peo- 


ple have learned to combat it. Go ask your 
iends how they lost their fat and follow their 
example. 

The leading way for 19 years has been 
Marmola Prescription Tablets. No abnormal 
exercise or diet is required. People simply 
take four tablets daily until the weight comes 
down to normal. 

Those delighted users have told others until 
the use of Marmola has spread the world over. 
Your friends will tell you if you ask them. 
People who know are using over a million 
boxes yearly. 

Go try Marmola—you owe that to yourself. 
Watch the weight come down, the vitality go 
up. Note the change that appears in a month. 
You'll be glad you learned about it. 

All drug stores sell Marmola at $1 a box. Or it 


is mailed in plain wrappers by Marmola Co., 
1815 General Motors Bldg., Detroit, Mich. 


MARMOLA 


Prescription Jablets 
he Pleasant Way toReduce 


met the rest of the boys. Meet the other 
|girls? Sure—nothing easier. Forthwith 
| she cultivated an acquaintance with the 
| Various girls, then “introduced” them to 
lher “young gentlemen” friends. Now 
everything was perfectly conventional and 
ithe girls were satisfied. 


to prosper? The girls were not allowed 
out evenings; and gf course their parents 
would not permit them to have male com- 
pany. 

Again the older girl. Why not form a 
literary club where they could all meet? 
Nothing could be said at home naturally, 
because all parents are such cranks. 

Proper? Why, of course. She brushed 
aside all their feeble objections, soothed 
all their qualms. It would be just a little 
fun among themselves. Safe? Why, 
they'd all be together, she argued; and did 
the girls think for one minute that she, 
who was older than they, would go into 
the affair if it was wrong! 


VEN in this so-called “alcoholic age,” 

the young girl hears constantly of 
evils that accompany the use of drink, If she 
uses it, she is told, she will endanger her 
health, her beauty, her reputation. She is 
warned particularly that to drink with a 
man is highly dangerous. For this reason 
la girl seldom takes her first drink at the 
|urging of a man. 
} A young girl and her escort had been 
| arrested for quarreling on the street. She 
| was intoxicated. According to the young 
man they had been to a party and she had 
taken too much to drink. That was all. 
The girl’s story changed the aspect of the 
case. 

Her home was in the country and coming 
to New York some months before to work, 
she had shared a room with a friend from 
her home village, an older girl who had 
been in the city several years. 

This girl introduced her to her male ac- 
quaintances, among them the young man 


Enlarged Nosepores, Pim- 
ples, Blackheads, Red Nose, 


Olly Skin, Sallow Complexion and 
other miserable local skin affec 
tions will be quickly remedied and 
overcome with M. Trilety’s A. B. A. 
Lotion, leaving the skin in a clean, 
clear and natural healthy condition 
No sticky or oily substance, but refreshing 


| 


Bidg.. Binghamton. N. Y. 


00 BRINGS YOUR 
— CHOICE OF 
EITHER RING 


10 DAYS FREE TRIAL 


101—18 kt. white gold, engraved and pierced ladies 
ring, Genuine blue white diamond, with 2 Blue 
sapphires. $32.00 $1.00 alweek. 
102—18 kt. white gold, ladies engraved, pence ring, 
3 genuine blue white diamonds, $45.00 $1.25 a week. 
Send $1.00 with order, ring comes to you post paid, 
your dollar refunded if you are not pleased with 
purchase. Mention number of ring desired, terms as 
described. Write for free illus- 
trated catalogue. 


EMPIRE JEWELRY 
Co., Inc. Dept. 10 
95 NASSAU ST., NEW YORK 


$35 TO $75 WEEKLY 


Trilety, 88 W. U. 


aN. Mail Clerk Meat Inspector 
Clerk ial Agent 
investigator) 
File Clerk Stenographer-Typist 
Matror. Immigrant Inspector 
General Clerk City Mail Carner 
Chauffeur-Carrier U. 8. Border Patrol 
Skilled Laborer Typist 
‘ostmaster Steno- 
Auditor 


Mr. Ozment, Dept. 409 St. Louis, Mo. 
Send me particulars about positions ~ 
—salaries, | oppor 


| girl friend scolded. 


in the case, and there had followed fre- 
quent invitations to dine at table d’hote 
restaurants of the type that still serve 
drinks to known patrons. At first the 
young girl refused to drink anything. Her 


“Every girl drinks nowadays,” was her 
argument. “It’s not considered wrong any 
more.” 

So she drank a little wine and found it 
agreeably enlivening and a quieter of un- 
certainty. 

Cocktails as the next step didn’t seem 
nearly so shocking. Presently the chum 
from back home began to show her true 
colors. Since her little friend was prac- 
tically in the same boat with her, she 
wasn't afraid of stories going back home 
about her. 

Step by step, under the lash and lull of 
alcohol, the novice swept down stream. She 
stood now in the Woman’s Court, branded, 
a withered flower with no hope of social 
regeneration unless the fascinating young 
man could be induced to marry her. 

The woman or girl who is most danger- 
ous takes care that her mask is disarming | 
to husbands and parents. Her eyes may 
seem frank and innocent, her demeanor 
modest, her ideas wholesome. That is why 


But how was this romantic friendship | 


with one of the youths, and through him! 


she usually is accepted at face value. 

One bad girl can contaminate a hundred 
good girls—and this while the good girls 
are trying to reform the bad girl. Heads | 
of institutions in charge of large numbers 
of girls know this from experience and | 
guard against it continuously. 

I do not hold for prudery. A girl at- 
taining the age of understanding should be | 
acquainted with all the proper facts of 
sex. But the knowledge should be clean | 


knowledge put in a wholesome way. | 
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NED WAYBURN 


—whose remarkable method 
of training has contributed 
so much to the success of 
Evelyn Law, Ann Penning- 
ton, Marilyn Miller, Gilda 
Gray, Fred and Adele Astaire, 
and scores of other dancing 
stare—will show you how to 


NED WAYBURN 


Learn Stage Danang 
at Home 


—and prepare quickly for a 
happy successful stage career. 
H* SRE, at last, is the 


opportunity you 
have been wishing for, 
waiting for—an oppor- 
tunity to learn Stage 
Dancing—right in your 
own home—under the 
direction of that great- 
est of all instructors, Ned 
Wayburn. 

It sounds almost too 
good to be true; yet it is 
a fact that now, with Mr. 
Wayburn’s Home Study 
Course in Stage Danc- 
ing, you can get the 
benefit of exactly the 
same training that has 
made his Studios in New 
York world-famous. All 
the experience, expert 
knowledge and skill 
which Mr. Wayburn has 
acquired in staging the 
best editions of the ‘Follies,’ “Palm Beach 
Nights,” and over 500 other Revues, 
Musical Comedies and Headline Vaudeville 
Productions—are now yours in the amazing- 
ly successful course of Home Study lessons 
which Mr. Wayburn has prepared for you. 

Mr. Wayburn’s Home Study Course in 
Stage Dancing is the most elaborate, most 
complete, most practical course of its kind 
in the world—yet the instructions are so 
delightfully simple and easy to foliow that 
even a child can grasp them readily. And 
the cost is very moderate. 

No previous training or experience is nec- 
essary to learn Stage Dancing by Mr. 
Wayburn’s Home Study Method. No mat- 
ter who you are or where you live, if you 
are ambitious and willing to learn, you can 
quickly grasp the essentials of this fasci- 
nating art under Mr. Wayburn’s direction, 
and prepare for a real stage career. 

Illustrated Booklet—-FREE 
Mail the coupon below for FREE illustrated book- 
let, describing Ned Wayburn'’s Home Study Course 
in Stage Dancing. This will place you under no 
obligation. Do it NOW. 


NED WAWBURN 


Ann Pennington, 
sensational dancing 
Star in George 
White's “Scandals” 


Studios of Stage Dancing Inc. 


1841 Broadway,(Entr.on 60thSt.)Studio AJ-1 
At Circle, +x York. Open all year ’round 
. M. to 10 P. M. Except Sundays. 

(Closed Saturdays at 6 P.M.) Phone Columbus 3500 
Ned Wayburn Studios of Stage Dancing Inc., 
1841 Broadway, Studio, AJ-1 New York City. 

Without obligating me, please forward your 
illustrated Booklet AJ-t and complete infor- 
mation regarding your Home Study Course in 
Stage Dancing 
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Suppose a reason you rare- 
ly think of makes possible 
here radically low prices, 
even for finest quality 
diamonds. Thousands of 
representative people, 
bankers, lawyers, mer- 
chants, others continually 
reap thisadvant ».Every- 
thing sent for Free Ex- 
amination. This3/ 4century 
oldest, largest diamond 
banking institution in the 
world,—over $1,000,000.00 
rating, Converts into 
cash the diamonds on 
which money was 

and not repaid. Loan va!- 
ves, a fraction of market 
values, are the price basis 
Diamonds too from big 
eash deals direct with Eu- 
ropean cutters. 
Tremendous val- 
ues, must sell 


When Mach Less 
Buys The Same 
See this 3/4 less 1/16 carat, 
snappy Solitaire fo: $69.50. 
Try to match at $11 ). Ex- 
amine free any et at 
our risk. Startling, legiti- 
mate offers here of dia- 
monds at 60 of market 
price. Send now for fuil 
details. Diamonds of 
unusual qualities (also 
watches) from unpaid 

loans offered at 4} 

low prices based on mere 
loan values. Then too, we 
have hundreds of diamonds 
from big, cash, European 


leals with diamond cutters 
who i gems 
away under th em narket Send 


now for latest offers of this 
Enternatic onally 
cash head 


Unpaid Loan 
Ready—As Low As | 


$60 a Carat 


Radically different from a 
catalog. List accurately de- 
acribes every diamond, in 
full detail with guaranteed 
exact weight, outer, quality, 
ete. Explains @uaranteed 
Cash, like Insurance 
Policy Loan guarantee. 
AlsoUntimited Exchange | 


rivilewe at price paidus. Gives | 


meq be in 
this very list at a price that will 
amaze you. Costs to 

A postal 


Mail Coupon NOW! 


DEROY&SONS 


Oppomte Postoffice 


4149De Roy Bidg., Pittaburgh, Pm ! 
al Witnout obligation te send me free, in 
plain envelope, your latest Hatgain List of Die- 
monds, Watches, and other Jewels. 
References by Permission: — Bank of Pittsburgh, N. A.; 
Marine Natic k: Union Trust Co., Pit Pa 
Your bank can look us up in mercantile agencies. 1 


fi 
Three Trial Tubes of a New 
Imported Poudre Cream for 15c 


A marvelous cream that softens, whitens 
and beautifies, combined with a powder 
that will not rub off—Velouty de Dixor. 
Imported from 
France in three 
shades, White, Ivory 
and Natural. 


Protects and Finishes 


Prepared for day and 
evening use, this 
cream imparts the 
softness of velvet to 
the skin, and a powder 
finish that will not 
rub off. Protects 
against sun and wind 
burn. On sale at 
better beauty parlors 
and department 
stores. Send 15c¢ for 
trial tubes of three 
different shades. 


HYMAN & OPPENHEIM 


103 East 16th Street tet NEW YORK, N. Y. 
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Her Wedding Ring 


[Continued 


“Don’t take it too hard,” he said. 
“You're not the only one.” 

The way he said it made me think he 
had tried it himself. And if this old bird 
with all his money could not have his own 
secretary for his sweefie what chance did 
have? 

“I don’t understand it,” Mr. Sothern 
said. “It’s beyond me why that girl hasn’t 
married before this. There's something 
queer about it.” 

“Maybe she is one of these man-haters,” 
I said. 


ELL,” he answered, “maybe one 
man made her hate all men.” 

That was something else to think about. 
What man had made this girl so sour on 
the whole male sex? I'd find that out, 
too 

I started to thank Mr. Sothern again, 
but he said, “Thank Miss Emerson.” So 
when I went out I| tried to do that, but 
she actually snubbed me. 

“Gee,” I said, “you ought to let me tell 
you how much I appreciate all you've done 
for me. If you hate me so ‘much, why 
did you do it?” 

“The matter of personality does not en- 
ter into it,” she snapped. “I did nothing 
for you. Whatever has been done was 
for Mr. Sothern and the Essential Trust 
Company.” 

“But you do hate me,” I persisted. 

She looked up at me coolly. 

“Why- should I either like or dislike 
you? And why should you worry whether 
I do or not?” 

“I do worry, because | do want you to 
like me. I’ve never wanted any one to 
like me so much as | want you to.” 

“So you could add me to your list of 
ictims!” she taunted. 

“Oh, no, somebody's been telling you 
things,” I said. 

“No, that was just a foolish remark,” 
she answered. 

“Then let me show how much I appre 
ciate what you've done,” | begged. “Please 
let me have a chance to see you away 
from the office. Let me give a little party 
ior you.” 

“I wish you wouldn’t feel any such 
sense of obligation where there is need 
for none,” she said. 

“But you don’t know how I feel,” I 
cried. “I can’t get my mind off you. I’m 
—I'm wild about you—simply looney—I’ve 
got to see you! I love you!” 


R. MASON!” she cried, and she 
stood staring me in the eyes until I 
wilted under her gaze. 

“Good-by,” I said sadly, but she did not 
even answer me. 

| ought to have known when I had 
enough. But the meaner that girl treated 
me the more I wanted her. And | wanted 
her now as much to get revenge as any- 
thing else. And I wasn’t going to let her 
think I was dirt even if she had got me 
a big policy and a fat commission. 

I knew then that fat old Bob Hartley 
had given me a bad character so I finally 
thought out a scheme that I thought might 
work. I took Bob to lunch one day and 
told him I was going to do something to 
justify my wild reputation, 

He was all ears. 

“Easy come, easy go, is my motto,” I 
told him. “I got a check for fifteen thou- 
sand on the policy I sold Mr. Sothern. 
I'm going to blow it all on one grand wild 
party.” 
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“Oh, boy,” licking his fat 
lips. 

“Champagne!” I said, “Barrels of it. 
Girls! Oodles of them. Cuties from the 
revues. I'll rent a whole night club for 
one evening. It will be the greatest thing 
and the wildest since the bath-tub party.” 

“Oh, boy!” said Bob Hartley, his eyes 
popping out. “Girls! Jazz! Bubbles in 
bottles! You certainly are a great little 
guy, all right.” 

Of course, I knew this big fat-headed 
tattle-tale would carry this story back to 
3arbara Emerson, and | knew it would 
make me, or break me with her. 

All women, think their big job in life is 
to save men. To save them from them- 
selves. Barbara had got me that insurance 
contract. There was at least one big 
chance that she would want to save me 
from making a fool of myself 

I did not try to see her. That is, I did 
not let her see me, but I used to stand 
where I could see her come out of the 
building. 1 loved to just look at her. 

Then one day | made an excuse to go 
in to see Mr. Sothern about some detail 
in connection with his policy 

On my way in, Barbara half looked up 
at me but I pretended not to see her. Then 
when I came out of Sothern’s office she 
Was just coming in from the water cooler. 
She did it on purpose, of course. There 
was a mean look in her eyes. 

“So you're going to squander all that 
money, are you?” she demanded. 

“Sure,” I said, “Why not? I hope you 
will honor me by accepting an invitation.” 

“You don’t hope anything of the kind 
You know I wouldn't go to such an af- 
fair.” 


said Hartley, 


TOT even to see me married?” I 

asked her. 

“That doesn’t interest me either,” she 
said, then her curiosity got the better of 
her and she asked, “Who is she?” 

Well, that showed something. “I don't 
know,” I said. “It’s this way. I’m going to 
have a whole flock of cuties at my party. 
They'll all get good and piped. When a 
girl's stewed she will do almost anything. 
Well, I'm going to offer to marry any girl 
who is willing to take the chance 

“Why, James Mason, you are the big- 
gest fool I’ve ever known!” she cried and 
stamped her foet. 

“I knew you would say something like 
that, said. 

“Then why do you insist in making such 
a fool of yourself ? ” she demanded. 

Jecause the only girl I've ever really 
wanted won't even look at me,” I said. 

“Do you think what you are going to 
do will make her do it? 

“No, but whatever I do will be on her 
conscience. “4 

“Then why don’t you see her and try to 
tell her how you feel? 

“I’ve been trying to tell her for the last 
ten minutes.” 

“Me?” she cried. “Me!” 

“Yes, you! Who else? Good God, 
Barbara, what can I do to make you un- 
derstand how I feel about you? I even 
can’t help making love to you in your 
office.” 

“Perhaps you will be able to control 
yourself better after you have gg * your 
true mate at this party of yours. You'd 
better carry out your original plan!” she 
said. 


“I will,” I swore. “And I'll come back 
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to haunt you. If you have a conscience.” 

“I’m sure I haven't—in that way,” she 
said, and she left me flat. 

Just the same I knew I had her going. 
So | kept filling Bob Hartley up all about 
this big wild party of mine and how I was 
going to the dogs. <And the big stiff went 
right straight to Barbara and made it 
even worse than I had told it to him. 

Of course, he never let on to me that 
he had talked to her and I was on pins and 
needles as to what was going to happen. 

Then on the morning of the day of the 
party—you know, of course, this party 
was all a bluff—some one called me on 
the telephone. That some one was a girl. 
What is more it was Barbara Emerson. 
It was the first time I had ever heard her 
voice over the telephone. It was the 
sweetest thing I had ever heard. 


LEASE understand,” she began, “I 

don’t make a business of calling men 
on the phone. I'm only doing it now be- 
cause it seems the last thing to do. Tell 
me, are you determined to go ahead with 
that insane idea of yours?” 

“Sure I am,” I said. 

“Isn’t there anything that would make 
you give up ruining yourself?” 

“Just one thing,” I answered. 

“What is that?” 

“You!” 

“Oh! What could I do?” 

“T'll tell you,” I said. “If you will come 
and spend the evening with me alone in 
my studio, I'll not go to my own party.” 

“But I can't! I can’t!” she cried. 

“T didn’t think you would,” I said. 

“But there are bigger things at stake for 
you than you realize,” she cried. 

“You're the only thing I want,” I an- 
swered. 

“You would smirch me just for your 
own selfish purpose!” she accused. 

“Lots of girls go to men’s flats these 
days without getting smirched,” I said. 

“T'll not do it,” she said. 

“All right,” I answered. “But you'll 
find the key under the door-mat if you 
change your mind.” 

I went home right after lunch myself, 
and I left the key under the mat on the 
outside. Then I began the job of waiting. 
Would she come? Or wouldn’t she? The 
minutes passed like hours. It was the 
longest afternoon of my life. Have you 
ever waited for a girl, all excited one 
moment—burning up; then calm and cold 
the next? Wishing she would come! 
Then wishing she wouldn't! the 
way I was. God knows I longed for her, 
but at the same time I felt like a traitor. 
She was such a good, clean girl. 

Then along about half past four I saw 
her coming. She must have got away 
from the office early. Her arms were 
loaded with bundles and right behind her 
came the grocer’s boy with more bundles. 

What on earth was the girl up to? I 
heard her let herself in with the key. She 
told the boy to put the bundles down and 
when he left, there she was alone. Alone 
in my apartment. 

There was a little smile on her face, 
the kind of smile a girl has when she is 
just a bit afraid, but doesn’t want to show 
it. She was a game kid to come to my 
flat all alone that way. She was wise 
enough to realize that her reputation would 
be worth next to nothing if it should be- 
come known. 

Yet she did not try to conceal anything. 
She had gone openly to my grocer and 
bought things and had the grocer’s boy 
come right into my place with her. ¥ 

Could she be playing a game, too, a 
game to compromise me and get me in 
her power? I could not believe that! 

She looked around over my studio, It 
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WINX 


ROSS CO., 249-J West 17th St., New York 


Enclosed find 12¢ for a generous sample of Winx. 
Another 12cbrings a samp 
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Romantic Eyes 


weave strange spells! 


HE expressive beauty of dark-veiled 
eyes thrills and lures with each co- 
quettish glance. All the dreams of the 
ages are caught and held in the shadowy 
sweep of midnight lashes. 


To bring out the expressive beauty in your eyes 
darken your lashes with WINX. Touch them 
up lightly with this harmless, waterproof liquid 
and the hidden glory of your eyes is at once 
revealed — emphasized. Just a few toyches of 
the brush attached to the stopper of bottle and 
your lashes instantly appear longer —darker— 
heavier. WINX is waterproof and will not run 


or smear. Black or brown 75c. U.S. or Canada. 


To outline the brows after powdering use 
Winxette (cake form) Black or Brown—com- 
plete with one row brush and mirror, 50c. 


Offer! Mail ty at once for a generous 


sample of Winx. Another 12c brings a 
sample of Pert moist rouge — water- 


proof and won't rub off. 


MAIL THIS NOW 


le of Pert, the waterproof rouge. 


47632; 
929457 
832987 
1937765 


ADD QUICK 
NEW EASY WAY! 


Now you can add any number of figures instantly without making a single 


mistake. An amazing new personal adding machine does an 
uring in a jiffy, yet fits the vest pocket ana costs only $2.95! 


kind of fig- 
© wonder 


Here’s one of the most ingenious, most 
useful inventions of the last 25 years—a 
perfect calculator that does all the work 
of a $300.00 machine, yet slips into the 
vest pocket and costs only $2.95. 
This remarkable invention, called Ve- 
Po-Ad, does away forever with 
paper and pencil figuring. It 
prevents costly mistakes in ad- 
dition. So simple a child can 
operate it. It counts ’way up to 
a billion and works like light- 
i ning. Total visible at all times. 
i Clears instantly. Wt. only 4 oz. 


To introduce Ve-Po-Ad everywhere, the 
inventor, C. M. Cleary, offers to send a 
sample machine at his own risk. Write 
at once for his proposition. 

There is big money to be made just tell- 
ing your friends about this startling, new 
device—either spare or full time. $11.00 
to $32.00 a day is easy money for agents. 
Ve-Po-Ad sells itself on sight to everyone 
who uses figures. Mail the coupon at once 
for Special Introductory Sample offer. 
Do it right now before you forget. 


Cc. M. CLEARY, Suite 517 
184 West Washington St. Chicago, IMinois 


Over Name 
Address 


Cc. M. Cleary, Suite 517 184 W. Washington St., Chicago, IU. 
Please send me by return mail full details of your Special Introductory Sample Offer: 


Daily Use ciy 
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Clear Up 


Your Skin 
Freckles are a handicap, both to good 
looks and social popularity. Get rid 
of them. They are needless. You can 
remove them secretly, quickly, surely 
—and no one will ever know how you 
did it. 
Stillman’s Freckle Cream, double 
action, not only dissolves away freck- 
les, but whitens, refines and beautifies 
your skin. After using this snowy- 
white magical cream, your skin will be 
soft and white, clear and transparent. 
Results guaranteed. 

At all druggists 50f and $1. 
Try it tonight. 


Stillman Freckle 


Cream 227%: 


EMOVES F ECKLES. 
HITENS TH SKIN 


FREE COUPON 


The Stillman Co., 

74 Rosemary Lane, Aurora, Ill. . 
I would like your FREE booklet, “Beauty 
Parlor Secrets,”’ telling all about make-up 
and skin treatment used by stage stars. 
Name 
Address 


City 


Positions Open! 


H' TELS, restaurants, clubs, apartments, everywhere 
need trained men and women. Over 70,000 high- 
class positions paying up to $10,000 a year are open each 
year in the hotels and restaurants of the United States 
In 1926 the Hotel Business is America's largest industry in 
ynstruction. Over a billion dollars’ worth of NEW 


new c 
HOTE LS AND RESTAURANTS being built this year 
will need nearly 200,000 trained men and women 


Hotels start you at enlarice up to $3500 « year, with living usually 
ine ludes At any time you have your choice of over 1,000 hotel Positions 
open 

You can have one of these high-ciass big-pay positions a nd feprinating 
work with ap artment and meals uay galty furnished FREE No 
previous ex ry varan 


nan whe 
and 


throughout 
tudents employed. 


er) where 
“Your Big Opportunity” show 


= of these splendid positions, and explain 
Guaran 


TRAINING SCHOOLS 


Clifford Lewis, Pres. 
Room C-Z176 Washington, D. C. 


ading ho 


room, extending the 
I had it furnished 
things in 
with old 
ancient 
grass 


was a _ gorgeous 
height of two stories. 
with valuable and interest:ng 
the way of rugs and hangings, 
tapestries, Egyptian water jugs, 
pottery, brass bowls and battered 
pots, pewter mugs from Holland and Eng- 
land, primitive musical instruments from 
the South Seas. It was a man’s idea of a 
luxurious place, but the way Barbara 
smiled I had a hunch that she looked upon 
it as a barbarian’s idea of paradise. 
was up on the little balcony where 

she couldn't see me, which was lucky, but 
I watched her until she took her over-night 
bag into the dining room. Then I heara 
her humming in the kitchen and there was 
the sound of pots and pans being put to 
use. Pretty soon there came the delicious 
odor of food being cooked. 
[¢ WAS a different aroma from any I 

had ever smelled before. Sort of real 
homelike, if you get what I mean. Not 
at all like the smell of food that my Jap 
cooked. 

I would have given a lot of money to 
have seen Barbara working in the kitchen, 
but I was afraid to try to get a look at 
her. When it seemed safe I sneaked out 
to the door, waited a few minutes, then 
came back and rang the bell. 

She came to the door. 1 was bowled 


ccmpletely over when I saw her. She 
had put on a Gretchen apron and her 
sleeves were up to her elbows: Her hair 


was just a bit damp around the edges and 
clung to her forehead in the sweetest little 
curls you ever saw. Her cheeks were on 
fire from the heat of the gas range. She 
was the most wholesome, the loveliest 
thing I'd ever laid my eyes on. 

She was scared all right, but she still 
tried not to show it. She was afraid to 
look me straight in the eye. She lowered 
her lids and said, “Good evening, Mr. 
Mason.” Then she ran back to the kit- 
chen, saying something about there being 
the smell of something burning. 

I followed her out to the kitchen and 
watched her as she bent over the stove. 
And at that minute I had an irresistible 
impulse to kiss the back of her neck, 
right at the point where the fine hair 
curled against her damp skin. 

But she must have suspected what I 
was up to, because as I bent down she 
turned quickly and said, “It’s not in the 
bargain for you to kiss the cook.” 

Then I got a greater shock than ever. 
She smiled into my eyes as in mock 
horror and in defense she threw up her 
hands as if to protect her face. 

There on that third finger of her left 
hand was a plain, gold band ring. 

A WEDDING RING! 

Barbara Emerson was a married woman. 
I know my face must have betrayed my 
emotions, the shock, the surprise I felt. 
This, then, was the mystery about her. 

Then she burst into a gay laugh. 

“The inside story of my hidden life,” 
she said. 
“You 

cused. 

“Isn't this evidence enough?” she asked, 
a the finger with the ring on it. 

And I swore I'd never have—” I 
paused to pick my words. 


are another man’s wife,” I ac- 


“An affair with a married woman,” she 
finished for me. 
“That's my code of honor,” I said. 


“Other men’s wives are not my game.” 


she 


“Then I suppose I had better go,” 
said. 

“Yes, you'd better go,” I answered and 
I went with her to where she'd left her 
things. 

Yet I could not resist asking her, “Why 
did you come here? Why did you decide 


to torment me sor 

“Because | knew that you would not 
hurt a married woman. I learned that 
about you a long time ago. So I knew 
the only harm that I would suffer would 
be to my reputation. That, of course, 
would not worry you.” 

“You know I wouldn't want to hurt 


I would not harm a hair 


your reputation. 
head and I'd kill any one 


of your eg 
who tried i 

“What fine talk coming from a man of 
your high moral principles,” she said bit- 
terly. “Perhaps you will tell me what 
you think of a girl who goes alone to a 
man’s studio.” 

I chose my words very carefully. 

“All 1 can say is I thought you did 
because you cared—for me—just a little.” 

“Care for you? I hate you. Hate you! 
HATE YOU!” and she stamped her foot. 

“Then why did you come here?” I de- 
manded again. 

“Simply because I had to stop you from 
squandering all that money—to save you 
from making a_ fool of yourself—and be- 
cause of Mr. Sothern i 

“Ha, Ha, Sothern has something to do 
with your kind action, has he? So he’s 
the man you really care for?” 

“Oh, don't act like a silly child! Mr. 
Sothern is interested in you. He has 
planned to offer you a great opportunity 
with his trust company. If he heard of 
this idiotic party of yours you'd lose the 
biggest chance of your life.” 


HINK of that, now. This good girl, 

ready to sacrifice her reputation for a 
good-for-nothing, no account like me. 
Think of the job Mr. Sothern must have 
for me? Right there in the same office 
with Barbara! 

I turned to her. 
because you—hate me! 

“Yes, i hate you,” she said. 

I went closer to her and looked into 
her eyes. There were tears gathering in 
them. I knew she would cry in a minute. 
If she must cry there was only one place 
to do it, so I took her into my arms. 

She sobbed, “You brute,” but she did 
not try to get away. That is, she did not 
try very hard. What she did was to 
snuggle up so she could cry on my shoul- 
der. After a little while I took her left 
hand in mine and slipped the plain gold 
ring from her finger. 


“And you did all this 


“You're no married woman,” I said. 
“You had me bluffed for awhile, but not 
for long. 

“That—that’s my mother’s ring,” she 
gasped. 

“Fine,” I said. “I’ve got one here with 


a diamond in it that will do for the time 

being. When we're married you can use 

your mother’s ring for good.” 
“Married?” she cried. 


“You said it,” I told her. 

“Oh, Jimmy,” was all she said just 
then. But a little later she added, “I do 
hope, Jimmy, when we're married you 


will stick to your vow never to be tempted 
by other men’s wives.” 

And I know I never shall. 
other girl, either. 


Nor by any 


a Sve comes in strange guise and at unexpected moments. 


So it came to 


Mary, poignant and sharp, full of sweet and bitter. That's why she wrote a 
true account of what happened_on her island, when My Ship that Came In the 
Night brought romance and tears and love. 
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Trapped 
In the Jungle 


[Continued from page 42] 


of men. I had not been the center of men’s 
worship for years without having met all 
conditions—those one could trust, those 
one was always on guard against, those 
one feared. I feared this man. There was 
in him a quality of grim power, an utter 
unconcern of what others might think that 
made him different from other men I had 
met—and his attitude, his roughness, his 
contempt of any sort of explanation made 
me feel that he was a man who felt he 
was a law unto himself. 

I shifted a little on my couch and stared 
about the hut. It was a doll’s house affair, 
everything was frightfully close and 
cramped, but beautifully compact, too. It 
was like being inside a perfectly thought- 
out toy. There was one hammock in a 
gauze covering slung up in the roof beams, 
one chair, one, it seemed of everything. I 
could not see the farther end of the hut 
because a table and a gauze screen cut off 
the view. 


HERE was a stool beside me and on it 

a bowl of broth and a glass of stimu- 
lant. Though I was too weak to sit up, yet 
I managed to drink both. I was starving, 
and I needed strength, strength to face 
even the worst. My courage slowly came 
back to me as I rested after the food, and 
with my eyes I searched the hut for 
weapons. I must find something to enable 
me to hold my own if it came to that. But 
I saw only a shotgun in one corner. 

Still, even the shotgun was something ; 
with it in my hands I might outface this 
man’s brutality and demand an escort back 
to safety. 

I gave myself half an hour to recover 
strength. Then, very weakly, I slid my 
legs off the boxes onto the floor. As 
stood up I swayed, caught at something 
that went crashing to the ground. At 
once the man was before me. 

He had been beyond the table and the 
gauze curtain across the hut. As he thrust 
the latter back and came toward me I saw 
a strange enamel table and queer instru- 
ments. He had been writing there. I saw 
no more, the surprise of finding the man 
there had unnerved me. He looked more 
ugly and uncompromising than ever. 

He told me to go back to my boxes, but 
I could only stand holding to the wall, 
staring at him. When he put his arm 
about me and tried to force me down, I 
struggled to escape the beastliness of his 
embrace. But he set me down, and after 
one assessing glance walked to the ham- 
mock. I watched him lower it. My heart 
—sick with terror and bitterness at my 
weakness. He turned the mosquito nets 
back and the sheet, took from a drawer 
the rest of the pajama suit I was wearing, 
came toward me. 

“What are you going to do 2” I gasped. 

“You'd be better in bed,” he said. 

“Don’t touch me,” I cried. “Keep away 
from me.” 

“You can’t manage for yourself,” he 
said. 

“T can,” I cried. 
side.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Go outside,” I cried. 

“Stand up, see if you can stand up,” he 
said watching me with hard eyes. I stood 
up, anything to hold him off, to keep him 
away. “Walk to the hammock,” he said. 
Swaying; I tried to do it. I took two steps, 
the hut went round and round and I lurched 
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| forward to the floor and 

I must have passed from 
into sleep. I was awakened by 
of a bar dropping into its sockets. It was 
night. The tiny hut was full of a rich 
amber light from the lamp. Half-asleep 
I gazed at the man as he stood by the 
door, noting how the lamp-light brought 
out the power and resolution of the rough- 
hewn face. Only when I caught sight of 
mv clothes hanging under gauze, did 
realize that I was in the hammock and 
how I must have there. My body 
burned under the thin pajama suit, and 
then my shame turned again to fear. I 
saw what the man was doing. He was 
locking up the house for the night—from 
the inside. I was to be pent up all night 
with this ugly and lawless brute. 

“What are you doing?” I cried. 

He turned, staring, but his lips smiled. 

“Obvious, surely? said. “It’s ten 


f 
got 


he 
o'clock and [ rise early.” 

“But—but—in here?” I gasped. 

“Where else? My accommodation is 
limited.” 

“The men in our camp slept in the open 

if there weren't enough tents,” I said 
more bravely than I felt. 

No doubt. But here the open is full of 
fever mosquitoes and the tsetse-fly at 
night.” 

“You—you 
though.” 

“I don’t sleep native,” 


have servants out there, 


he answered. 


I WAS silent with a sort of furious ter- 
ror. I watched him go to a drawer and 
select a blanket and sheet. If I had had a 
pistol in my hand I would have shot him 
down—or would I? I den’t know. 

“If you had the slightest chivalry 
sense of decency—” I began. 

‘I'd go out into the night—and die,” 
interrupted. 

Turning 


or 
he 
from me with an unconcern 
that stung, he walked to the boxes and 
spread the blanket and sheet upon them. 
Then he turned out the lamp and presently 
I heard him kicking off his boots. 

I dozed and woke all through the night. 
I heard his steady breathing, it was 
hideously intimate in that cramped hut. In 
the gray of the morning I saw the bulk 
of his figure, one immensely strong arm 
trailing to the floor, his throat bare and 
powerful. I watched him with loathing 
and yet fascination. How strong he was, 
and who would have thought that sleep 
would have so smoothed the harsh grim- 
ness of his face that it looked boyish and 
kind? If I hadn't encountered the brute 
in him I should have been misled. Think- 
ing this I again fell asleep 

When I woke there was a black man 
setting the table, a fellow with the figure 
of Hercules and a fine, open, honest face. 
From the moment I saw his face I grasped 
at a straw of hope. He might be a means 
of getting me to safety, for I could pay 
him more than his master would ever 
dream of paying. The man was nowhere 
in sight so I leaned out of the hammock 
|}and whispered: 

“Boy! Do you speak English?” 

He looked at me gravely but put his 
finger to his lips. I asked again. Again 
he touched his lips. 

The voice of the man came like a blow 

“My boy won't speak because he has 
| orders not to. If you will please fall 
| with that rule——” 
| TIT turnéd over in the hammock. The man 
had been in the hut all the time. He was 
beyond the gauze screen, working at the 
enamel table. I could see that that end of 
the hut was a sort of laboratory, for there 
| were retorts, bottles and the like. The man 
was busy at a microscope, though, strange- 
ly, he had a mask over his face and rubber 
gloves on his hands. 
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He took his time at the desk. Rose and 
packed his instrument and notes away with 
a leisureliness that made me rage, re- 
moved mask and gloves and came through 
the gauze. He called out through the door 
to his boy and came to my side. 

“Feel you can take solids?” he asked. 

“Who are you?” 1 demanded. “What 
is this place? 2: 

“My name is Scanlan, Denis 
This place is called Death Lake 
you up on the lake. Do you want its 
exact geographical position? He spoke 
with a smile on his lips as though talking 
to a child. 

“How far is it from Tztaye?” I asked. 

“So that’s where you came from,” he 
said. “You must have been four or five 
days in that canoe.” 

“You must get a 
camp,” I exclaimed. 

“That is out of the question. 
no one to send.” 

“You have boys? 

“What of it?” 

“You can send one?” 

“No, I need both my 
won't send them through 
country.” 

“Won't!” I gasped. “Then how is my 
father to know what has happened to me?” 

He frowned at that. Then said: “He 
knows what direction you took, I take it?” 

“He does not,” I said flushing and hating 
him for bringing that point up. “Nobody 
does. My father and the others went after 
big game, it was too risky to take me— 
they said. I—I went out in my canoe— 
alone—after they had left. I got lost in 
the network of streams, then the current 
of that river caught me and I could not 
fight it.” 

“T see. You were playing truant. You 
were showing them that a girl could be 
as clever as any one else. Didn’t any- 
body make it plain to you that the African 
jungle is less easy to negotiate than Green- 
wich Village?” 


Scanlan. 
—I picked 


messenger to our 


I have 


” 


boys. Also, I 
the Sawadi 


E FACED each other, his eyes were 
contemptuous, mine tried to be dis- 
dainful. He went on: 

“You thought you knew better than ex- 
pert advisers—now you do. That net- 
work of streams is the watershed for ten 
thousand square miles of jungle and veldt. 
Your people may follow those streams for 
months without striking your trail.” 

“Months!” I gasped. “The way back 
to the coast then?” 

“My relief party can take you when it 
comes—in eight weeks time.” 

Even in the face of his grim calmness I 
could not believe his statement—to be 
penned in this place with this ugly, force- 
ful, rude fellow for eight weeks! To 
spend even another night like last night! 
To be lost to a world that must even now 
be humming with anxiety over my dis- 
appearance—the thing was not thinkable 
and TI said so. 

“It's impossible. Do you know who I 
am? I’m Gloria Norman.” 

The gleam of dry humor came 
lips again. 

“I’m afraid mere scientists don’t move 
in exalted social circles.” 

“I mean I'm the daughter of Hoyle 
Norman,” I explained. His look had made 
me feel that the leader of the younger set 
was, after all, a very small item in the 
heart of Africa. “The millionaire, Hoyle 
Norman.” 

“I guessed that much,” he said, and he 
was entirely without awe. “I don’t see 
the bearing, unless there’s some suggestion 
of bribe in the information.’ 

I hated him for that. He had no thought 
for what my father must be suffering, nor 
the misery I was enduring on that count. 
I was about to flash an angry answer, in- 


to his 
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| stead I gasped: “What is that queer sound ?” 
| There had come a distant throbbing in 
the air, low, muttering and uncanny. It 
struck a chill through me—why, I did not 
know. What did it mean? Why did it 
seem to be f for me ? 

“Tom-toms,” he answered evenly, though 
his face had grown grim. “Niggers drum- 
ming in the jungle,” he said as he looked 
at me sharply, “that’s all, Miss Norman.” 
Why was he trying to reassure me? And 
why did he go out quickly, and talk for a 
long time to his boys ? 

The low throbbing pulse of the tom-toms 
seemed to beat on my heart to add to my 
unease and wretchedness. It seemed to 
lend a terror to the thought of my father, 
hunting, hunting for me through the awful 
jungle from which those awiul sounds 
arose. 


I COULD picture him crazy with fore- 
boding, searching, hoping against hope, 
yet fearing the worst. He knew about the 
Sawadi. Did that ghastly drumming come 
from the Sawadi—and why? It went on 
and on through the day, made unbearable 
the thick, ominous heat of the brooding 
African nights. It never stopped. I found 
myself turning to Denis Scanlan with a 
strange dependence. “What does that 
drumming mean, why does it go on?” | 
asked on the day I went first from the 
hut and heard the long-drawn throbbing 
|arise from the hot and infinite distances 
beyond the grassland and the lake. 

“Don’t think about it, Miss Norman,” he 
said, and again his face was grim. “Don't 
let it get on your nerves. 
tom-toms—black music. If you could find 
some work——” 

Work! I might have snubbed him for 
that a week back. Now I could not. I had 
watched him work. The devotion, the 
tirelessness, the infinite patience he gave 
to his work in his laboratory or searching 
through the heat for disease-bearing in- 
sects had impressed me. He 
was ugly—but he was big, and the task he 
had set for himself was big, too, and 
noble. I was surprised how eager I was 
to help him, to justify my existence in his 
eyes. I was even surprised at the pleasure 
I experienced in finding a portab le type- 
writer of the kind I used for my own 
its ters, and the queer satisfaction I had at 


typing out his notes. I loathed this man 
—but I blushed and thrilled like a school- 
girl when he praised the excellence of my 
work. And was he so ugly when he 
| smiled ? 
| 


And work was good for me. It shut 
out my anxieties about my father. It shut 
out the devilish throb of the drums, but 
not altogether. It seemed to be drawing 
nearer, to be slowly beating up in strength, 
filling the whole world with their black 
menace. I used to stop my typing to listen. 
It broke through my 
had a message for me—as though it was 
searching for me. I used to sit trembling, 
wondering, wondering how that could. be. 
| And I was afraid. 

Denis Scanlan asked me not to show 
myself too much outside the hut. 
| “Is it the Sawadi?” I said. “I suppose 
I'm going to cause you more trouble.” 
| “You can’t help that,” he laughed, then 
|he frowned. “I don’t expect trouble. I’ve 
taught them horse-sense. But we don't 
want to tempt them.” 

“Are they drawing-room men that the 
sight of a woman upsets them?” I asked. 
I was surprised at my saying that, and 
the way I said it. There was no rancor in 
it, only lightness. 

He actually colored. 
he answered. “Slavers. A white girl is a 
valuable prize. But I can deal with them.” 
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“They’re ruffians,” 


It's just the | 


was curt, he | 


work as though it | 


It was a week before the Sawadi came. | 


“Whispers, Whispers— 
how much misery 


they have caused! 
By ETHEL K. BANNISTER, Graduate Nurse 


It is to woman’s eternal credit that frankness 
has become the outstanding grace of the 
modern age. 
No longer is she content to have great truths 
come to her through the portals of bitter 
experience. She wants to face life frankly 
and openly....enlightened and informed on 
every subject intimately related to her health 
and happiness. Old-fashioned prudishness, 
which denied potent truths to her girlhood 
—this is as obsolete as the hoopskirt. 


To the enlightened modern woman, fem- 
inine hygiene and personal daintiness are 
subjects of infinite importance. They cannot 
be ignored. They are inseparably interwoven 
with woman’s health, activity, happiness and 
charm. And medical science does woman- 
hood an incalculable service when it points 
out with forceful candor that many of the 
ailments peculiar to her are primarily due 
to one thing—uncleanliness. 


Wornan’s greatest error is reliance on old 
methads erd old practices. Science has pro- 
vided moze effective means for the preser- 
vation of internal cleanliness and health— 
the foremost being the wonderful Marvel 
Douche, or Whirling Spray. 

Delicate internal menibranes lie in folds. 


It is within these folds that germs and bacteria take 
lodgement. Only the Marvel can positively and effec- 
tively reach and destroy them. Here's how it does it— 
by a whirling liquid action! The spray dilates or smooths 
out the folds and flushes them clean. There is no danger 
of injury. Medication is thorough and complete. Any 
reputable antiseptic or germicide can be used in the 
Marvel without injury to bulb or tube. 


Send for Booklet 


Read the virile and forceful facts on feminine hygiene 
as set forth by a prominent physician. These are avail- 
able in a booklet which we have printed. A copy will 
come to you on receipt of the signed coupon below in 
a social correspondence envelope. 


THE MARVEL COMPANY 
New Haven, Conn, 
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$100 a Week 


“Wouldn’t you like to 
earn that much, too?” 


“I know you would, Bob—think what 


it would mean to us! It worries me to 
see you wasting the best years of your 


life when you could make them count for 


so much. 

“Can't you see it, Bob? Don’t you see 
that the reason men get ahead is because 
they train themselves to do some one 
thing just a little better than others? 

“If the International Correspondence 
Schools can raise the salaries of other 
men, they can raise yours. If they can 


help other men to win advancement and | 


more money, they can help you, too. I 
am sure of it. 


“Don’t let another year slip by and | 


leave you right where you are to-day. 
Let’s at least find out how the I. C. S. can 
help you. Let’s mark and mail this cou- 
pon right now!” 


~ INTERNATIONAL {CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
61-F, Seranton, Penna. 
Oldest and oom correspondence schools in the world 
Without cost, please tell me how I can qualify for the 
position or in the subject before which I have marked an X: 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
Business Management )Salesmanship 
Industrial Management 
Personnel Organiza 
Traffic Management }Show Card Lettering 
Business Law JStenography and Typing 
Banking and Banking Law Business English 
Accountancy (including C.P.A.)L)Civil Service 
Nicholson Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk 
Bookkeeping Common School Subjects 
Private Secr High School Subjects 
Spanish } French Illustrating 
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
Electrical Engin Architect 
}Electric Lighting 
Mechanica] Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 
Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapp! 
Metallurgy 0 Mining 
team Engineering () 


Architects’ Blueprints 
Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Chemistry P 
Automobile Work 
Airplane Engines 
Agriculture and Poultry 
Mathematics 


Occupation........... 
reside in Canada, send this coupon to the Interna- 
sional Corr capo: Schools Montreas 


Short-Story Writing 


Gne putt won @ $2000 prize. Another 
i earned over $5000 in spare time. 
jundreds are selling constantly tolead- 
ing publi 
Particulars of Dr. Esenwein’s famous forty- 
lesson course — writing and marketing of 
the Short-Stc and sample copy of THE 
WRITER’S MONTHL Y free. Write today. 
The Home Correspondence School 
Dr. ESENWEIN Dept. 47 Springfield, Mass. 
BUCHSTEIN’S FIBRE LIMB 
is soothing to your stump—strong, 
cool, neat, light. Guaranteed 5 
years. Easy payments. 
Send for catalog today. 


Also fibre arms and 
braces for all deformities. 


W. BUCHSTEIN CO., 610 Third Ave., South, Minneapolis, Minn. 


black army came near to the hut 


There had been changes in that week. One 
of the black boys left us. Had he turned 
traitor? Denis did not say. But Denis 
himself went out alone, leaving the other 
boy on obvious guard. One day that boy 
fred the shot-gun into the air—the shot- 
gun and Denis’s collector’s gun were the 
only weapons we had. The boy then asked 
me to go into the hut, himself sitting on 
the step, his weapon across his knees. 
Looking through the wire gauze of the 
window I saw far away across the green a 
series of thin wavering lines approaching. 


HE Sawadi, the stealthy men of the 
jungle shadows were coming—and they 
were coming for me! I stood and watched 
them like a thing of stone. They seemed 
to mean nothing to me, and everything 
My heart seemed to cry out for Denis 
Scanlan’s return to save me, and yet to 
rebel against the idea that he must do that 
—for it meant the end of his work and 
his death, and, astonishingly, I felt I was 
not worth that. And then how could he 
save me? Legions of savages were march- 
ing to take me. He could not fight them, 
he was without weapons in any Case. 
Without weapons—but he had poisons. 


| I looked at the array of bottles in the 


laboratory. Ought not I make ready for 
the last dread moment? Shouldn't |, even, 
take a step to prove to those black beasts 
that their march had been in vain. If I 
died I could save Denis and his work per- 
haps. But I could not die yet. I could 
only wait for Denis; I even relied on Denis 
to do the impossible. I felt he could—and 
I had to see him again. 

He came walking calmly as the lean, 
He did 
not even throw a glance at the throng of 
Sawadi braves. He was pale, but he looked 
at me squarely: “You're not afraid, 
Gloria?” he asked. 

“Very much,” I said and my smile 
seemed tight and painful. “Less so now 
you have come—but it will make no differ- 
ence in any case.” 

“You're a wonderful child, Gloria, my 
dear,” he said. He said it simply, mean- 
ing it. I knew it was the way he was 
thinking of me. It was a moment for 
straight speaking. 

He was brave, Denis, but it was hope- 
less. He looked so slight beside even the 
torso of his own black boy, what could 
he do against that swarm of fighting 
Sawadi? Thousands of streng warriors, 
armed and swarming about the hut, what 
could one unarmed white man do, however 
brave? And yet there was something in 
the set smile of Denis Scanlan’s white face 
that told me that he might do what few 
men could do. 

Harsh throaty voices were shouting out- 
side, but he paid no attention. He went 
imperturbably to his laboratory, selected 
what he wanted for the work before him. 
The shouting redoubled. Without turning 
from his work he called “Boy !’ 

The Imbabe, chest heaving, breath hiss- 
ing through broad distended nostrils, but 
a look of fighting determination on his face 
came in through the door. Denis shot a 
question at him. 

“Sawadi come make big pow-pow, Lord,” 
the boy answered. “Say you come out 
one-time fit to palaver with them.” 

Denis Scanlan, with arms extended and 
breath held, poured fluid into a tiny test 
tube. He stopped it and the bottle be- 
fore saying curtly: “Tell them I no fit 
for palaver so long they’close to hut. Tell 
them go back one hundred paces. All big 
fellers go back one hundred paces. Chief 
feller and ten braves without spears stand 
thirty paces from door. They do that or 
I no fit for palaver.” 

The Imbabe -boy “grunted anpssciation. 


1l4 


He went through the door, gained silence 
and shouted his message. Protests and 
shouts followed, then the bull voice of the 
chief cutting through all voices. The 
Imbabe returned. 

“He say he bring three thousand spears. 
He say he can sweep over your house as 
the storm beats down the forest. He say 
you come one time and palaver as he say.” 

Denis Scanlan put down a little cage of 
gauze and reached for his rubber gloves. 

‘Tell him my way is the way of palaver 
or there be no palaver. I, the Lord of 
Unseen Death, say it.” 

The silence that followed the Imbabe’s 
shouts seemed endless. I could see the 
Sawadi shifting on their feet between fear 
and pride. They talked. Some fingered 
weapons, some edged away. Then slowly, 
sullenly, they all went back making a 
menacing half-moon of black vileness 
round the hundred pace limit. An 
enormous man and ten huge warriors faced 
the hut at thirty paces. The Imbabe boy 
came in to say that what the Lord of 
Unseen Death had ordered had been done. 
Denis Scanlan pointed to a canvas chair 
and the boy took it out. He stood by the 
chair leaning on his shot gun. Denis gave 
me a hard grin. Quietly he pulled on his 
gloves. Picking up the tiny test-tube and 
the gauze cage he walked slowly through 
the door, slowly to the chair, and slowly sat 
in it. 

A huge black warrior stood forward. He 
poured out the stream of harsh clicks and 
gutturals that is the Sawadi tongue. The 
Imbabe boy translated 

“They mean no hurt to the Lord of Un- 
seen Death. They want the white woman. 
Give them the white woman and they will 
go in peace. 


HAD known it was this, but it was 

hideous to hear it. Horrible to know that 
Denis had only to say a word and his life 
was safe, more his work that was to save 
so many lives could go on. I shivered in 
terror and bewailed "the preg folly 
of that girl who had been the Gloria Nor- 
man before she became the girl she was 
now. I heard Denis Scanlan’s voice say 
slowly, clearly: “This is an infamous 
thing to ask and worthy of punishment. 
Tell him it will never be.” 

“He says they have three thousand 
spears and you are but one, Lord, and 
small man at that—”’ said the Imbabe when 
the big warrior had spoken again. 

“Tell him I am not named The Lord 
of the Unseen Death for nothing,” said 
Denis, and a low, fearful grunt swept 
round the half moon as the boy shouted 
his translation. The big savage strove tc 
wipe out this fear with a bombastic yell. 

“What can you do against warriors with- 
out weapons, you who are but a small 
monkey of a man? I myself will crush 
you with my bare hands while the other 
warriors swarm in and take the woman.” 

Denis Scanlan stood up slowly an inade- 
quate figure against the towering black 
bulk of the warrior. 

“Let this boaster make good his boast,’ 
he said, “If he can the woman is yours.” 

My heart stopped beating. Denis was 
facing an impossible test. The great war- 

jor hung backwards, but the big chief 
spoke. With a snarl the huge man flung 
himself at the small one. There could be 
only one result. Denis Scanlan seemed 
to realize it. He did not move to fight. 
He just stretched out his hand toward the 
snarling face. Hand and face touched for 
one flashing second—in abrupt and 
astonishing collapse the great warrior fell 
dead. 

The thing was startling. I could not 
see how he had done it until I caught a 
faint whiff that reminded me of bitter 
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Then I understood. That tiny 
test tube had contained prussic acid. Denis 
had held that open in his hand when he 
touched the warrior’s face. The savage 
had inhaled it and died. 

Then I heard Denis saying: “Do not 
move. You are here, in my power. I will 


deal with you as I see fit. Imprisoned here 
are ten hundred of the nsi-nsi (Tsetse fly). 
Death! The death of the slow sleep. You 
know it?” 

A howl of fear went up from the Sawadi 
They knew the nsi-nsi, the little fly that 
can destroy tribes and kingdoms with its 
creeping and sleeping death. It almost 
made me hysterical to see the terror stir- 
ring that black mob. Denis Scanlan had 
turned the tables. This strange and ugly 
man was amazing. 

Denis came into the hut at last. Care- 
fully he put the fully occupied gauze cage 
and the tube of prussic acid back in the 
laboratory, stripped off his gloves and 
showed a hot, whimsical face. 

“Denis!” was all I could say, for my 
voice was choking, “Denis!” 


E CAME quietly to my side. “Feeling 
the reaction, Gloria? It was hard for 
you, my dear, but it’s all over now. 

“You're wonderful,” | breathed. “And 
I believe you would have done it.” 

“What?” he said wryly, “Loosed sleep- 
ing sickness and undone all the work of 
years? 

“Even that,” I whispered. “Even that 
and for a headstrong and useless creature.” 

He looked down at me, grave, smiling. 
He took my face in his hands, he said 
softly: “Yes, my dear, I would have done 
it—for you.” His lips twisted dryly. “You 
see the heart can play the deuce with 
hard-grained, ugly, scientific men quite as 
easily as with the drawing-room variety 
of male.” 

“And—and is it so very unpleasant after 
all?” I smiled. 

“By jove—anything but,” 
he bent and kissed me. 

When daddy came along three days later, 
being rescued didn’t seem quite so exhili- 
rating as I had expected it to be at one 
time. In fact after the excitement had 
died down and daddy had taken stock of 
things, he stared at me and said: 

“Hmm! One might almost fancy that 
you are disappointed at being found.” 

“Tt’s the unexpectedness of it,” I said. 
“Denis said it might take months for you 
to find me. I suppose somebody picked up 
my trail.” 

“Didn’t he tell you that he’d sent an 
Imbabe boy to find us?” my father 
frowned. “Something queer about you and 
this doctor chap, yet you call him Denis 
and seem very thick with the ugly little 
ruffian.” 

“Ugly—yes, isn’t he?” I smiled. “And 
the rudest man I ever met—a beast. But 
then... I’m considered something of a 
beauty, I believe.” 

“Well, you ought to know that by now,” 
frowned my father. “With every man 
and every newspaper treating you as the 
queen of your set. But what’s that to do 
with your beast?” 

“Only that when beauty and the beast 
come together the end is inevitable—you 
remember the fairy story—well, fairy 
stories are always true!” 


he cried, and 


AN a girl forget her mother? Is she 
ever justified in denying her mother? 
What would you have done if you had 
loved a man and your mother had been— 
such a mother? Read Mother O° Mine, 
in November Smart Set and then make 


your decision as to what this girl should 
have done 


| 


latest way to regain natural shade. Broad- 


IN 10 MINUTES 


years can vanish from your 
face. Make the test 
told below. It is free. es 


Good-bye Gray Hair 


Just a clean, colorless liquid that gives 


back color and lustre. 

It takes only a few minutes. It costs only a 
few cents for complete restoration. If you wish 
to test first, write address below for free out- 
amazing. Millions of ‘it. If you get full-size bottle from druggist, 

ps 8 money will be returned if not amazed and de- 
lighted. 


;-------Test Free -------4 


ON’T believe your hair is hopelessly 
gray until you have made this 
amazing test ... have tried science’s 


way’s stars say it’s 
women will use nothing else. That proves 
its safety. 


A colorless liquid called Mary T. | Goldman Bldg.,St. Paul, Minn. # 
Goldman s Hair Color Restorer does it. Please send your patented Free Trial Outfit. X shows : 
You simply comb it through the hair. color of hair, Black...... dark brown...... medium 4 
Natural shade quickly replaces gray. light brown...... 
Faded streaks quickly disappear. If hair 
is auburn it reverts to auburn. If black, DD ictimntirictannevestcasusosedsiueesccevesnsonatvenute ! 
black it will be. i : 

see so easily. No danger of robbing hair 
of its life. Nothing to wash or rub off. print pour name and address 


4 
steep 


ng "dail check « 
ender cow 4. and pan when this treatment 
HEALTH APPLIANCE COMPANY 
12443 Superior Are, 


Cleveland. Ohio 


Hammered Full +f NAILS 
TEAK AIR 


In ONE Minute 
marvelous sealing all 


prope’ 
Galac inctures ‘INSTANTLY, You can pick 


up any number e ei te -E RIDING without the loss of a 
pound of air. One application, made in a minute, without taking tire 
off wheel or rim. Actually makes tire puncture-proof for life. 2 
anteed not to injure tire, tube or valve. On the contrary Galacite pre- 
serves rul » often— 

Increasing Tire Mileage from 10,000 to 12,000 Miles 
MAKE THES TEST hammer and drive as many nails into a 
tire as » 10, 50, 100, it makes no difference; all punctures seal 
in all kinds of tires including low pressure BALLOONS. 
Galacite is inexpensive and can be tried out at our risk, Warranted 
for one year but will last indefinitely. 


GUARANTEED TO DO ALL WE CLAIM 
Don’t confuse Galacite with parthing else ever intended for the come 
purpose; it is NEW and DIFFERENT—a re 
result of years of research and We area long 
highly rated concern. Galacite is backed Back Guaran- 
tee. It must make good—or we will. You take no ri 


AGENTS—Earn $5,000 to $10,000 a Year 


TREMENDOUS PROFITS—A NAIL DRIVING demonstration does the 
selling. No lengthy arguments. Demonstrate and sell to car oun, 
ey Filling Stations. Work all or spare time in your hom 

or traveling. You can also_manufacture and sell GALAC ITE 
PUNCTURE. PROOF inner tubes. EXCLUSIVE territory and splendid 
FREE ADVERTISING HELPS make ~~. business pay = ym SEND 
NO MONEY but RUSH vor Pom » us TODAY for full particulars. 
= Territory is going fast. 


C.F. JOHNSON & CO., 18. W.dackson Bivd., Dept.353. CHICAGO 


The new the 


“GALACITE” Trade mer Res 


Licensed under 
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<2 GoodBye! Double Chin ax | 
MAKE 
$5000 to 
$10,000 
YEAR 
N 
| 
| 
VANISSA 
| 


will you ive | 
ten days | 
to Ican 


make a new. 


woman of you 
ANNETTE KELLERMANN’S 


Own Story 

ANY people will 

f be surprised to 
hear that as a . 
child I was so deformed \ 

be practically a 

The world 

me today as 


most perfectly 
med woyian,” and it 


is natural to assume 

that I have ilways been 

fortunate enough to pos- d 
sess a symmetrical body 


Quite the opposite 1s 
true, however, I was for- 
merly so weak, so puny as 


to be an invalid I was 
bow-legged to an extreme 
egret I could neither 
stand nor walk without tron 
braces which I wore con- . 
stantly No one ever 


dreamed that some day I 


would become famous for ‘4 
the perfect proportions of 
my fgure No one ever 
thought I would become 
the champion woman 
swimmer of the world. No 
one ever dared to guess 
that I would be some day 
starred in great feature 
films, such as “A Daughter 
of the Gods,” “Neptune’s 
Daughter,” ete Yet that 
is exactly what has hap- 
pened 
I relate these incidents of 
my early life and my pres- 
ent success simply to show 
that no woman need be discouraged with her 
ficure, her health, or her complexion. The truth 


is, tens of thousands of tired, sickly, overweight 
or underweight women have already proved that 
a perfect figure and radiant health can be ac- 
quired in only fifteen minutes a day, through 
the same methods that I myself used 

In fact so remarkable are the results that I 
have brought to other women that I find far 
greater gratification in helping others than in 


all the praise and acclamation I myself have 
received. It became my ambition to extend my 
service to womankind, and as a result I de- 
veloped a method by which I could make my 


help available to any woman, anywhere, right in 
her own home 
So I now invite any woman who is interested 


to write to me. I will gladly tell you how I can 


prove to you in 10 days that you can learn to acquire 
the body beautiful. how to make your complexion rosy 
from the Inside instead of from the outside how to 
freshen and brighten and clarify a muddy, sallow, pimply 
face ow t stand and walk gracefully. how to add or 
rem sy t at any art of ¢t body hips, bust. arms 
shou rs, chir nb waist abdomen how to be full 
of heal strength and energy 5 that you can enjoy 


life to the utmost; how to be free from colds, headaches, 
nervousness, constipation. weak back. and the 
many other ailments due to physical inefficiency; in short 
how to acquire perfect woman 1 

Just mall me the coupon below or write a letter and 
I will send you at once and without charge my interesting, 


illustrated new book The Body Beautiful I will also 
explain about my special Demonstration Offer All this 
costs you nothing and may show you the way to become 


a stronger, healthier, more graceful and more beautiful 
woman, as it has already done for so many others. Just 
oupon below, and mail it, before my present 
supply f free books is exhausted Address, Annette 
Kellermann, Dept. 4010, 225 West 39th Street, New York 


Annette Kellermann, Inc. Suite 4010 = 225 West 39th St. New York 
Dear Miss Kellermann Please send me, en- 
tirely free of cost, your new book “The Body 
Beautiful.” I am particularly interested in 

0 Reducing Weicht 2 Body Building. 


Kindly Print Name and Address 
City 


My Mountain Marriage 


[Continued from page 75] 


“I'll risk it,’ I laughed. “His kind ts 
mostly talk.” 

“You're a stranger and don’t understand. 
Ask some one in town you can trust. 
They'll tell you as | have; to keep out of 
the hills. Thank you again; and good- 
by 

; Betore J could do more than echo her 
last word, she ran lightly among the trees 
and disappeared 

My determination not to be frightened 
away was strengthened that evening when 
Bessie and her sweetheart, a manly, up- 
standing fellow, 
whose features be- 
spoke: intelligence, 
came to the inn to 
see me. He thanked 
me for saving the 
girl from Jed’s an- | 
noyance and, when 
he learned I in 
tended to continue 
my painting ex- 
plorations, prom- 
ised to use his in- 
fluence to keep the 
hill people from 
molesting me. Be 


Lady Drummond Hay | 


Is the ablest woman newspaper cor- 
respondent in Europe. This dis- || came out of the 
tinction was won after years of a brilli-_ || 

ant social life. Today she is retained | 
by a great London newspaper and || 

wherever world dominant men met in | set of his mouth 
conference, there Lady Hay appears 
to represent her paper. 


pense, to a school for mechanics in Balti- 
more, where he could master the advanced 
branches of his trade. 

Aiter he had departed, Bessie became 
my almost daily companion in the hills. 
For, as she could no longer come to my 
hotel, she took advantage of my painting 
hours to continue questioning me about her 
books, some of which her sweetheart sent 
her from time to time, and those forwarded 
to me by Gail and my friends. 

However, my delightful jaunts through 
the uplands with the girl were brought to a 

sudden and unex- 
pected end. One 
7] morning as 
| paused at the ac- 
customed meeting 
place, instead of 
Bessie, her father 


brush. He greeted 
me with a _ nod 
which was far 
from friendly. The 


| and the dull light 
Her work || of anger in his eyes 
were further evi- 


fore they said good has taken her into all parts of the || dences of his bad 

night we were on || world and she knows the East and the || temper 
most friendly West—the desert of Arabia as well | “I want ye — 
terms. || as she knows the streets of London or || $St me, tain, Mr. 
The next morn- || C He A | Gaynor,” he began. 
er writing for American | “Folks is beginning 
back in the hills. || readers is appearing exclusively in | to talk about Bessie 
But it wasn't long bein’ in the hills 
before I learned SMART SET | with ye. I don't 
that 1 had become | say ye mean any 
an object of more | On page 35 of this magazine Lady || wrong. But we're 
| plain folk and I 


than passing inter- 
est there. Pushing |} 
through the brush, 
I suddenly was || 
confronted by a 

great, 
bearded man, a 
gun in the crook of 


his arm, whom I 
instantly guessed 1] Lady Hay knows. 


an older man. 


as Big Mat. | 

“IT been waitin’ || 
fer ye, stranger,” 
he greeted. “I'm | 
Mat Zhado——” 

“Glad to meet 
you, I said 
grasping the great 
paw he extended. “My name is Gaynor, 
and I’m going to paint some of the places 
around here.” 

From that meeting on, matters moved 
smoothly and pleasantly. The hill-billies 
apparently accepted me at face value and 
I became friendly with most of them, visit- 
ing their homes and moving unmolested 
everywhere 

But the finest feature of my acquaintance 
with the hill people was my association 
with Bessie and Tom. Both were anxious 
to learn of the outside world. They fre- 
quently came to me at the inn, where they 
would question me for hours at a time on 
all subjects, but particularly of life in the 
big cities, and discussed the books which 
I had lent them. Often, during the week 
days, Bessie would accompany me on my 
painting trips, much interested in my work, 
but more eager to continue her questioning. 

Matters drifted along in this fashion for 
many weeks, and I tried to think of some 
way in which I could help her and Tom 
to realize some of their dreams. Finally 


I hit upon a plan; to send Tom, at my ex- 
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Hay, in a glimpse of her private life, 
tells you why she is glad she married 


| Next month she will tell you the truth | 

shaggy- || about Sheiks. Do Sheiks resemble the || 2in't here.” 
|| character made familiar in fiction? 

Are there really any such animals? 


Arabia; some of her best friends have || 
been Sheiks. Her article in November 
Smart Set will tell you the truth 
|| about these intriguing men. 


won't have anyone 
gossipin’ about my 
daughter. It’s 
worse, cause Tom 


| .“Yes. It seems too 

| bad, but it shall be 
as you wish.” 

She has lived m iti He turned and 

lost himself in the 

wood with no nod 

of parting 

One aiternoon, 
after hours of 
painting at an un- 
usually long dis- 
tance from the 
town, a sudden darkening of the sky 
caused me to bundle my traps and prepare 
for a hasty return. However, I had taken 
but a few steps when I was amazed to 
note Bessie hastening toward me from 
the higher ground. 

“You shouldn’t have come here,” I told 
her. 

Her face flamed. “I’ve been watching 
you for days, from a distance. I wouldn't 
have let you know now only I must help 
you. There’s a storm coming. I know 
the signs. It will be here in minutes and 
it will be terrible, with rain, lightning and 
hurricane wind. You can't make half a 
mile before it overtakes you. Near here 
is an old, deserted cabin, Tupper’s they 
call it. and we must reach it ahead of the 
storm.” 

The earnestness of her tone assured me 
there was real danger ahead and I followed 
her, running. But, even in those tense 
moments, I had a feeling that there might 
be something greater to fear than the fury 
of the elements. 

Further unpleasant thoughts were ban- 
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recommentied by physicians 
16 years of experience in manu 
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your service. 
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Wembley Exposition, London, 
England. Write for testimonials and free booklet, which tells 
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led by 
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It has been proved by authorities that 
your handwriting reveals your character 
ter reading expert tell you 
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Ritecraft Institute 


225 West 34th St., Studio 22, New Y 


, ished by the sudden breaking of the storm. 
| The rain fell in big drops and the tops 
of the trees swayed and moaned under the 
first gusts of the oncoming blasts. I in- 
creased my speed at her urging. But, 
though the distance was short, before we 
reached the cabin’s shelter the rain came 
in torrents which drenched us. 

The hours that followed were the wildest 
kind of a waking nightmare. For the re- 
mainder of the day and throughout the 
night nature seemed bent upon sweeping 
the hills into the valleys below. Not only 
did the rain continue to beat down in a 
continuous cloudburst, flooding all outside 
under a mad, rushing torrent, but great 
bowlders were washed down from the 
higher ground and trees on all sides were 
felled by lightning. 

But, with sun-up and the storm’s end, 
calm reason returned to both of us. We 
began questioning what had been the 
thoughts concerning our absence by those 
who had missed us. And, worse, what 
would be said if, by any chance, it were 
learned that she had come to me in dis- 
obedience of her father and that we had 
passed the night together in the cabin. 

Finally, we determined there was but one 
thing to do, one way that would clear both 
of us, and that was to lie. The scheme we | 
fixed upon was for her to make her way | 
to her home as quickly as possible and 
state that she had been caught in the 
mountains and had passed the night alone 
in the cabin. I would hasten in another 
direction, remain in hiding for two full 
days, then return to the inn and say that 
I had become bewildered by the storm, 
wandered further into the mountains and 
had just succeeded in finding my way out. 


ROM the doorway I watched Bessie as 

she picked her way across the clearing. 
As she reached the timber on the far side, 
she turned and waved good-by. 

The morning of the third day I headed 
for the inn at Collinsville, really half-ill 
from exposure and hunger. I had no 
difficulty in finding my way, and experi- 
enced a sense of relief when the landlord 
and some of the hangers-on accepted my 
story at its face value. My hunger satis- 
fied, I removed the mud from my face | 
and hands. But I kept on my soiled cloth- 
ing, intending they should serve as sup- 
porting evidence when I appeared at Bes- 
sie’s home. With my nerves still a-tingle | 
to learn how she had fared, I did not tarry 
long, and soon was climbing the familiar, 
long, steep trail which terminated at the 
home of Big Mat. If she were all right, 
that night would see me on my way. 

I had been climbing perhaps an hour 
when I suddenly was brought to a dazed 
halt by a cry of, “Hands up!” and a rifle | 
barrel was poked from the brush a few 
feet ahead. Without the slightest suspi- 
cion of what lay behind that preemptory 
command, my arms went high. 

But when Big Mat, his gun half raised | 
and pointed at my chest, and Jed Hoskins, 
his weapon also held in readiness, for in- | 
stant action, came out of the shrubbery, my 
heart sank. These knew me too well to 
warrant their threatening attitude. My 
guess was that Bessie had failed. 

“Hello!” I cried, striving to keep all 
quaver out of my voice while wondering 
how much they had learned, “I was headed | 
for your place.” As I finished I began to 
lower my hands. 

“Keep ’em up,” barked Mat, jerking his | 
eun to a more threatening position, his | 
words coming through clenched teeth, his 
little eyes burning menacingly from below | 
drawn brows. 

Despite the fact that I was in a sweat- 
ing terror because of my helplessness, | 
determined to try to bluff them. “Look | 
here, Mat,” I cried angrily, “what the devil 
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does this mean? You fellows know I’m 
no squealer and never go armed. Why 


” 


“On to the house with ye,” he inter- 


rupted. “Ye'll hear all that’s to be said 


here. Come. 
In a few moments we stepped into the 


clearing. Big Mat’s house faced us from 


he opposite side. A half dozen or so 
moonshiners, with all of whom I had been 
yn friendly terms, were lounging about 
he doorway, their guns propped against 


the outer walls. But 1 failed to catch a 
glimpse of Bessie. 


TRAIGHT ahead we walked, ro word 
being spoken. I stumbled up the steps, 


Mat holding me firmly, Jed bringing up the 
rear and closing the door behind us. 


In a chair before the great, empty fire- 


place in the big living room Bessie 
crouched, her face buried in her hands. 


3eside her, grim faced, his eyes flashing 
10stility, stood an itinerant preacher known 


throughout the hill country as Parson 
Bridger. 


As Big Mat swung me into the room and 


released his hold, Jed backed against the 
door. Bridger placed a hand on Bessie’s 
shoulder, stooped and whispered some- 
thing. She shivered and I heard a sob; 
| but she did not look up. 


“Come, daughter, out of it now,” snapped 


Big Mat, moving before her. “We've 
NAME brought the skunk, me and Jed. An’ we're 
a goin’ through, as I told ye.” 
ADDRESS —_ At his words she shook off Bridger’s 
Ihand and stood up quickly. Her face was 
The Irresistible Perfume Desir d’ Amour drawn and pt ~ eyes, sunk deep 


**LOVE’S DESIRE’”’ 


fume attracts and fascinates. Rich 
and poor, proud and humble alike 


charm and gentle magic. Poignant, 
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kiss. Lends the charm you need to 

happy in love and social affairs. 


surrender gladly to its seductive | lies. It’s all lies 


in dark sockets, were red with hours of 


This mysteriously alluring per- weeping. 


“I told you, father, T wouldn’t. Jed 


” 


“Stop!” My glance darted to the hulk- 


ing brute. But there was no pity in his 


face. Only stony determination to have 
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didn’t, ye fool. He’s been a tryin’ to save 


wrapper. 
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the new blonde hair shampoo, keeps light hair from 
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and scalp. Makes hair soft, silky, fluffy. Over half 
a million users No dyes or harmful chemicals. 
Highly recommended for children’s hair. On sale 
at all good drug and department stores. 


BLONDEX 


The Blonde Hair Shampoo 


man has sed so—he’s allowed he were with 


“That’s a lie,” I roared, as the girl 
flashed a look of frightened amazement 


toward me. 


“Wait!” Mat’s voice shook with anger 


and his gun again covered me. Over his 


shoulder I noted that the moonshiners 


outside were clustered about the windows 
and that each was holding a weapon. “Now 
ye listen to me, both on ye. I don’t care 


what lies ye tell, but I know what I know. 
Jed foll’ed ye two all afternoon that day. 
He saw ye two go into the cabin long 
*fore the storm came.” He paused a mo- 
ment, his lips compressing themselves into 
a slit, his fingers closing more tightly 
about his gun. “Damn ye, I ought to have 
killed ye down yonder, ye skunk. But, 
for her, I’m goin’ to give ye one 
chance——” 

“Stop! You're crazy!” I finally man- 
aged to interrupt, at last guessing the fear- 
ful purpose in his mind. 

“Ye’ve said enough, paintin’ man. Ye’re 
goin’ to do what I say and so’s she. All 
through that storm ye two was in Tup- 
per’s cabin. And after it was over be- 
side. Jed saw ye. No gal o’ mine's goin’ 
to be pointed out all her life—as bad. 
Ye’re goin’ to marry her, here and now. 
That's why the parson’s here.’ 

“Don’t do it, Mr. Gaynor, don’t!” Bessie 
screamed the words. “Don’t! They can’t 
make you.” 

Big Mat was upon the girl in a bound 
and sent her spinning with a blow from 
the flat of his hand. 

“Listen, ye!” he shouted. “Either ye 
two get married, now and here, or I'll 
kill ye both, so help me Gawd. Come 
here, Jed, and cover him!” A's Jed moved 
forward and placed his rifle against my 
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body, a rumble of approval came from the 
windows. Mat stooped and dragged Bessie 
from the corner into which she had fallen 
and pushed her before Bridger. 

“Now, ye choose. Marry him—or out 
he goes—and ye know what that means. 
Then I'll come back for ye. 

What followe! immediately after was 
a nightmare through which I went in a 
daze. The girl swayed and would have 
fallen, but Big Mat supported her, forced 
her hand into mine and held them to- 
gether. 

“Go ahead, parson,” he bellowed. 

When it was over I recollected only 
that there had been a mumble of words, 
that I had replied to the questions put to 
me, with little thought in my mind but 
that I was saving the girl and myself. 
3ut I caught the words, “Man and wife.” 
I saw Bridger raise his hands above our 
heads. Mat and Jed stepped aside and I 
realized that the cruel farce hgd been 
carried through. 

As Bessie’s hand dropped from mine I 
reached out, fearing she would collapse 
under the reaction. But, instead she 
seemed to regain complete control of her- 
self. Siowly she drew herself to her full 
height and threw back her head. All fear 
had left her features, and she looked 
straight at her father with eyes thate 
blazed with anger akin to his. 

“You've had your way, you and that 
lying hound there.” Her tone was bitter 
and her words fairly rang through the 
room. “But—you’ve gone as far as you 
can. You can't make us live together. 
And you will find that there are laws 
that can save us both. Yes, laws that can 
reach even moonshiners.” 

For a’ full*minute her father looked 
her, eye to eye, his skin turning a parch- 
ment yellow with the fury he was battling 
to hold in check. Then he said: 

“Jes a minute, girl. Ye've disgraced me. 
And so’s he. I'll break ye both to my way 
or—” He paused, and an evil grin slowly 
distorted his face. “If by the night ye 
don’t agree to put in writin’ what. hap- 
pened in Tupper’s cabin and sign that 
ye’re goin’ to live together as man and 
wife, so’s I can show it if ye try to undo 
this by lay—I’ll send ye rough music.” 


LOW moan from Bessie caused me 

to catch her as she crumpled, uncon- 
scious. Then I heard shuffling*steps and 
the bang of a door. Big Mat and Jed had 
left us alone. 

For a long time I paced the floor, trying 
to think of some means by which I could 
extricate the helpless girl and myself from 
our plight. Over and over again I cursed 
myself for my folly in coming to this 
half-civilized mountain country. 

Finally I stepped to a window to look 
out across the apparently deserted clear- 
ing. But a dull report and the chug of a 
bullet biting into the casement near me 
forced me to a realization of the vigi- 
lance of the guard surrounding the place. 

At sundown we heard some one ap- 
proaching, the door was hurled open and 
Big Mat stood in the opening. 

“T’ve come for yer answer,” he said. 
“Be ye ready to write and sign?” 

“No,” Bessie snapped out, while I re- 
mained silent. 

“Still stubborn, eh? Well, I'll send ye 
some supper by Dumb Billy soon, for I 
want ye to live to repent. And some time 
in the night I'll send the rough music I 
promised.” 

When he had banged the door and gone, 
I turned to the girl, expecting to ‘see her 
cewering in dread of the ordeal ahead. 
But, instead, she was upon her feet, 
trembling with excitement, her eyes shin- 
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“What's the matter?” I asked i in surprise. 

“Have you any money? 

I drew out a roll of bills, more than 
$100, and extended it. 

“That’s more than enough. Now listen 
carefully. Dumb Billy will bring us some- 
thing to eat, before long.. You know him?” 

“Yes. He’s the half-wit who hangs 
about the hills and acts as a sort of 
lookout.” 

“Yes. When I was a little girl he used 
te watch over me. He’s been a sort of 
protector to me ever since. I’ve always 
been kind to him; seen to it that he never 
went hungry, and I think he'd do anything 
I asked him. But, for money, I know he 
wll. And he'll never betray anyone who 
pays for his services.” 

“But can he help us escape?” 

“T hope so.” Together we worked out 
a plan that had a chance for success. I 
was to write a letter to some one I| could 
depend upon to act quickly. She was to 
turn it over to Billy, tell him to slip away 
to Collinsville, have it stamped and put it 
on board the night express for the north. 
I was to ask my friend to come at once 
and obtain the assistance of the authori- 
ties to free us. 

Travis, my attorney, was the man I 
instantly fixed upon. He could be de- 
pended upon to tell none of my acquain- 
tances of my plight. Not only would he 
come, but his experiences qualified him to 
meet the situation to the full. In my let- 
ter I briefly outlined what had happened 
and what he must do. The sealed en- 


velope, and a $20 bill, were in Bessie’s 
hands in plenty of time. 


REMAINED out of sight in the bed- 

room when Billy came. The negotia- 
tions were brief. Immediately the door 
closed, Bessie hastened to me. 

“It's all right,” she said, almost smiling. 
“He’s promised. And he'll keep his word. 
All now depends on your friend.” 

We decided not to light a lamp, and our 
talk was only in whispers. The hours 
dragged on until nine when I slumped 
down upon a couch in the living room and 
went to sleep. 

But my rest was brief. Suddenly I 
awoke to hear a faint rumble, a weird 
jumble of jangled metallic sounds and 
voices singing some barbarous chant. As 
I sprang to my feet, I noted Bessie, 
crouched before a window, looking out 
into the stretch of moonlit clearing. 

“They're coming,” she whispered. 
“You've got to steel yourself, for it will 
be terrible.” 

It was all that, and more; a raging 
torrent of discords and frightful noises 
that was particularly tormenting because 
of its vicious persistency. Literally for 
hours, almost until daylight, the mob 
marched about the house, pounding inces- 
santly upon tin and iron and shrieking 
wild songs, whose repetition was mad- 
dening. 

The next two days were dreadful in 
their monotony. For we dared not go to 
either door or window. And we talked 
but little, realizing that it would only add 
to the strain under which we were fight- 
ing to bear up. 

Then came another night of horrible 
serenading during which, from sheer ex- 
haustion, I dropped into a troubled slum- 
ber while wondering if it would have 
been better had I not sent for Travis. 

By ten the morning train from the 
north should reach Collinsville. If Travis 
were not on that there would be no other 
until evening; probably too late to aid us. 

At last ten o’clock came. I snapped shut 
my watch and waited, every nerve aquiv- 
er. -But there was only the hush of the 
mountains, for an eternity of minutes. 
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A list of the U. S. Government Jobs now obtainable: (5) 

| Send pointers on how to get the position 1 have checked 
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| wanted to 


| tace 


far away, but constantly becoming 
echoed the blasts of a locomotive 
Within an hour, perhaps, two 
most we should know whether 
the game was in our favor. 
a suddenness which brought 
me to a dead halt, quivering, a babble of 
voices broke from the clearing. Bessie 
was at the door in a flash, 
chalk white, her wide with tear. 

“It’s father—and the men,” she gasped. 

But, somehow, the shock of the disap- 
pointment, steadied me. Luck had de 
serted me. Nothing remained but to fight, 
alone, and as best I could. And I was 
ready. “Listen, listen. I'll try to 
bluff them, try to gain time until the night 
train comes. If I fail, you must barricade 
| yourself in your room. The door and the 
fastenings are stout. Maybe you can hold 
them off But don’t come out, no matter 
| what happens to me.” 

The were drawing closer. I 
|heard Mat’s rumble above the others. 
Bessie crept toward her room. I moved 
back and grasped a chair, the nearest thing 
to a weapon in the place. They were 
| just outside. Their boots grated upon the 
| wooden steps. Mat was first inside. Next 
came a sprinkling of men. Then—my 
heart suddenly seemed to be missing beats 
and my temples pounded—Gail Ashton and 
fom Wheeler stood before me. 


| Then, 
clearer, 
whistle 
hours at 
the break in 
Then, with 


her tace 


eyes 


Bessie, 


voices 


AIL,” I finally blurted. “In God’s 
name, what brought you here ?” 
“Poor, Frank, poor, poor Frank!” 
There were tears in her voice, if not in 
her eyes. “Oh, Frank, why did you leave 
us 
“Then 
“Wait, 
come here 
| reached here; 
a moment she paused, 
‘lL should have gone 
see 


” 


you believe—— 
Frank, let me explain. 
to spy, only to help. But when 
learned the truth—” For 
her voice breaking. 
away, at once. But 
you, tell you how 


didn’t 


sorry 
“But 
| all a ghastly 
“You lie.” 


you don’t understand, Gail. It is 
mistake, a trick.” 

Tom was at Gail’s side, 
aflame, shaking with rage. 

Gail stopped him with a gesture. “I 
was in Travis’s office, to talk to him about 
you, when your letter came. I was sitting 
at his desk. His secretary placed the 
| morning’s mail at my elbow. Your letter 
was on top. I recognized your writing. 
couldn’t help it. I opened the letter and 
read. I hadn’t heard from you in so long.” 
She stopped, passed a trembling hand 
across her eyes, then continued. “I would 
have consulted with Travis. But he tele- 
phoned his secretary he'd been suddenly 
summoned from the city and for several 
days, would not come to his office. That’s 
all. Except I took the letter with me—hop- 
ing there was some mistake. But—well, 
there’s nothing left for me but to say 
good-by and—” <A sob choked her. 
Tom’s hand darted to his pocket and 
jerked out a revolver. But, as he swung 
the weapon toward me, Gail threw herself 
upon him, fighting and screaming. There 
was a flash and roar. And his bullet 
ripped splinters from the table-top. The 
next instant Big Mat and his aids were 
upon Tom, trying to wrest the pistol from 
his grasp, while he fought like a mad 
man to break from them. 
| I pushed Gail into a corner, away from 
the struggling mass, but only one thought 
held me. Gail still cared for me. Cared 
enough to risk her life to save mine. For 
|such a woman I could fight the whole 
| world. And there still was a chance for 
me, if I could make Jed confess, admit 
that he lied. 

All that in a flash, 
‘crazily. The door 


120 


his 


while the men milled 
was unguarded. I 


where Jed would be. I might get 
to him, throttle the truth from him, be- 
fore the others could overtake me. In a 
leap I was outside and racing madly. 

Then, through the far trees, I caught a 
flash of movement. A figure of a man 
came toward me, finally swinging into 
full view. It was Jed Hoskins. Sounds 
of the distant firing had reached him and 
he was coming to investigate, I crouched 
for a spring, and when he was opposite 
me I hurled myself upon him. 

As we fell in a heap, his gun was dis- 
charged as it crashed against a _ stone. 
But I scarce noted its report. In an in- 
stant we were clinched, cursing, striking 
madly. My hand reached his throat and 
my fingers closed. 

Then I heard shots and cries. 
suers no doubt had caught the 
Jed’s gun and picked up the 
also understood. He shouted 
then broke from me and ran. 
after him. We reached a 
across a gulch. I forced myself to 
greater speed. Jed gained it. There came 
a roar from behind. A shot snipped the 
leaves above me. I threw myself forward, 
my arms encirc cled Jed and we crashed 
down. Then, for a moment, we hung 
half over, slipping, sliding, clutching. The 
next we plunged downward. Our holds 
loosened. And all went black. 

When I came back to earth 
could scarcely open my eyes because of 
the splitting pain in my head. And my 
body seemed afire and aching all over. 
Then a damp cloth was pressed over my 
face, a voice said, “Drink this,” and I 
raised while something cooling was poured 
down my parched throat. I sank back 
and rested, trying to recall—where I was, 
why I hurt so. And it all came back to 
me, suddenly. I remembered. The bridge 
and Jed. I had caught him. We had fal- 
len. I opened my eyes wide. Gail was 
sitting beside my bed, in my room at the 
inn. And Dr. Wilkie, coroner, sheriff and 
Collinsville’s political mentor, was bend- 
ing over me. 

“Hoskins; what happened to him?” 
cried. 

“Oh, he also was hurt, but much worse 
than you.” 

“Is he—dead ?” 

“No, but I told him he was going to die. 
I wanted to get the truth out of him, and 
that was the quickest way. Hé confessed, 
admitted the whole dirty business. That 
he did it because of jealousy of Wheeler, 
so he couldn't marry Bessie; and to get 
even with you for thrashing him.” 

I felt the pressure of Gail’s hand while 
he was speaking. 

“And poor Bessie; 


of her?” 

i ELL, Wheeler’s just crazy to see 
you and apologize. It didn’t take 

him and his sweetheart long to reach an 

understanding. As she is free— 

well, you can guess the rest.” 

When the door had closed, I turned to 
Gail. “I’m sorry, dear, for the suffering 
I have caused you. I wanted to see life. 
But not——” 

“Let us forget, 


knew 


My pur- 
report of 
trail. He 
for help, 
But I was 
tree-bridge 


again, I 


what will become 


soon as 


Frank,” she said with 
tears in her eyes. “There is so much of 
real life, of promise, before us!” 

“Gail,” I took her little hand in mine. 
“You mean this will make no difference, 
that you still love me, will marry me?” 

“Yes, Frank, I love you—as I always 
have. Perhaps both of us will be the bet- 
ter for our bitter experience. Come to 
me, as soon as you are free. I shall be 
waiting, eagerly, impatiently——” 

“And then we will marry?” 

“That very day, if you wish. 
ward we'll see life—together.” «+ 
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SEND NO MONEY 


Genuine Full Cut Diamonds -X°, 
Terms If Desired—6 Months No. 6132—Solid 
to Pay. Outside U.S. Gold Men's Initial 
Cash with Order or Emblem Ring. 2 
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White Gold 
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Gold, inlaid in Gen- 


uine 
HOPE RUBY 
Also, in Black Onyx 


This’ Reg. Trade Mark 
_ @varantecs you genuine diamonds, 
Ne. 6598—Any initial (raised gold) or 
FE astern Star, Rebecca, Mason, Shrine, 
K. of C. emblem instead of initial if 
lesired. Send number of ring, size of : 
finger, initial or emblem desired and No. 6598 on 
ting will be sent for inspection. Ladies’ $15. 
Ask for Free Catalog Genuine 
Buffalo Jewelry Mfg. Co, Black Onyx with 
‘The Mail-Order House”’ Genuine Full Cut 
102 Diamond. 14-Ke. 


501 Washington St.. Buffalo, N.Y. White Gold. 


AGew European Discovery fe 
Solves Feminine 
w 


From Europe comes an amazing discovery of a safe 
and dependable, non-poisonous antiseptic, which 
furnishes a newer method of feminine hygiene. This 
surprising medical discovery, called Midex, comes in 
tablet suppositories and is entirely different from 
similar products onthe market, because it eliminates 
all liquidirrigation. It acts instantly, with prolonged 
effect 
elopment. 
branes. Idealfor eliminating offensive odors. Assure 
thorough cleanliness by its powerful sterilizing pow- 
ers. Always ready for use—convenient, reliable and 
eliminates all risk and worry of old-fashioned often 
dangerous and undependable antiseptics. Simplicity 
and privacy of use much admired feature. Satisfaction 
or money back. Eighteen Midex tablets for $1. Send 
C.O.D. if preferred. Le Frane Laboratories, Inc., | 
318 Broadway, N. Y. Dept. 10. 
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Personal Christmas Greeting Cards 


that sell on sight. No selling experience necessary. Double 
y our income—earn $5.00 to $10.00 every hour you can spare 


Weekly pay checks. Bonus checks every month. 
No money required. We furnish everything 


$10 Outfit Free once making big 
once makin 
money. Rush season right at hand . . 


THE JOHN A. HERTEL CO. 
318 W. Washington St., Dept. 1800, Chicago, tI. 


Gi Deafness 
« , Write today for 168 page FREE book 

1 ving fullparticulars andtestimonials 

‘ = undreds of grateful users whose 


hearing has been restored by useof our 
“little wireless phones for the ears.” 


Wilson Ear Drums 
uire no medicine but effectively replace what is 
lacking or defective in the natural oar, Grume. They 


are simple devices, which the wearer easily fits into the 
ears where they are invisible. Soft, safe -~ comfortable. 
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Learn Gown 
Making easily Py 
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EARN $40 TO 
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. » Rush to me free 
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/ TODAY SURE 7 32 page Gown Book 


with sample lessons. 


Shop price $65.00 
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Does not burn or harm delicate mem- | 
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added. 


la fold-up table of 


| leather chairs, a piano, a gas-stove. 


Forget 


[Continued from page 49] 


it isn’t twelve! Call that late? Nonsense!” 
Something in her tone made me feel a 
little shy and half ashamed. 

‘hat a darned fool she 
me!” I thought. 

But still I hesitated while the taxi driver 
looked at the pair of us. I had a queer 
feeling that there was something that I 
ought to do for the girl, but I had no idea 
what it was. 

“Come on in—do!” said her soft voice, 
with its enticing, luring accent. “And pay 
him off. You can always pick up a taxi 
when you want it.’ 

Then I paid the driver and she took out 


must think 


| 
| 
| 
| 


a latchkey and stuck it into the big front | 


door of the building. 
We had to walk up four flights, passing 
many doors. 


HE put her key 
letter N on it. 
The flat was obviously very 
seemed to me, as we stepped in, to be filled 
with a snuffling bark, which suggested a 
dog with asthma. Sure enough, when 
Violet Delmar turned on the light, there 
stood a fat pug, with gray on his muzzle, 
looking up at us with bulging eyes. 

“This is Muffy!” said the girl. 

Bending down in the passage, 
Muffy’s round head. 

“Just look at his tail!” 

To be sure, a tight curl, which bespoke | 
| pedigree of sorts, was giving a short but | 
persistent wag. 

“I’ve had him since he was seven,” she 
“Tt is a shame dogs go off so young, 


isn’t it? 


into a door with the | 


small anid | 


I stroked | 


A Girl I Can’t| 


Commercial Drawing 


Become An Artist 
This Easy Way 


Seores who never dreamed 
they could draw can now easily 
become artists. You too— 
without any previous training 

—and no matter how little ap- 

parent talent you have—can now 
sasily learn illustrating, Designing 


| and Cartooning through this amaz- 


ingly 


I agreed that it was a great shame, and | 


then she showed me the flat. 
It consisted of a bedroom, a sitting-room, 
a lavatory, a bathroom, and a kitchen. 
“No maid living in for me!” 
“T wouldn't have a maid living in, 
you paid me for it.” 


| tors. 


said Violet. | 
not if | 


“So you're entirely alone at night!” I 


exclaimed. 

Again my mind switched off to the 
strangeness, to the danger of her life. How 
often was this girl shut in at night with 
men of whom she knew, could know, abso- 
lutely nothing ? 

The bedroom was beyond the sitting- 
room at the end of the flat and was much 
the bigger of the two rooms. It had white 
walls, a red carpet, red curtains, and a 
large low bed with a bedstead of fumed 
oak. Over the bed was a gaudy red bed- 
spread. A tall mirror was let into the 
wall opposite it. The fireplace was filled 
by a gas stove. A tiny wickerwork kennel 
with a red cushion in it stood in a corner. 

The sitting - room was white and green, 
with a “cosy corner,” a divan with a 
huddle of magenta, blue, and green cush- 
ions, a cupboard for bottles, glasses, etc., 
fumed oak, two deep 
Photo- 
graphs of men crowded the draped and 
betasseled mantelpiece. On the walls hung 
some pictures, reproductions of love scenes. 

“Now you must have a drink. And light 
up. I'll smoke too.” 

And so we settled down. 
her hat, showing a very pretty little head. 
I kissed her again but I was preoccupied 
and all the time my mind was saying, 
“Why is all this? What is the reason 


behind it?” 
Wondering about this, I finally asked 


her for an explanation 
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method. 


You learn at home, yet your 
work receives the personal attention 
and criticism of successful instruc- 
Many students actually sell 
enough work during their training 
to pay for it many times over. 


Big Money in Commercial Art 


Millions of dollars are being spent this 
year on advertising and story illustrations, 
commercial designs, and cartoons. And 
even more will be spent next year. Com- 
mercial art is a tremendous field—and a 


| field where very big money is gladly paid 


She took off 


anyone who can produce ‘good art work. 
Advertisers, ms ugazines, newspapers, print- 
ing houses, business concerns all need 
trained artists. Competent artists easily 
earn from $50 to far over $300 a week. 
And now you can easily prepare to enter 
this “world’s most fascinating, best paid 
business.” 


Mail Coupon for Free Book 
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tells about our students—their success—what they 
say—actual reproductions of their work—how they 
made big money while studying. ~ This attractive 
book will be sent without cost or obligation. Send 
for it. Mail coupon now. Washington School of 
Art, Room 9€10-D, 1115-15th Street, N. W., 
Washington, D. C. 


Washington School of Art, 
Room 9610-D, 1115-15th St., N. W. Washington, D. C. 
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“$60 more 
a month!”’ 


“Last night I came home with great news—a 
$60 increase in salary! I took the money out of 
my pocket and asked Mary to count it. You 
should have seen her face light up when she 
found the extra $60. I think she was even 
happier than I was, for it was the third increase 
in a year. 

“To-day I am manager of my department— 
earning more money than I ever thought it 
would be possible for me to make. I owe it all 
to the training I received from the International 
Correspondence Schools. That little coupon was 
the means of changing my whole life.” 


How much longer are you going to wait before 
taking _the step that is bound to bring you more 
money? Isn't it better to start now than to 
wait for years and then realize what the delay 
has cost you? 

One hour each night spent with the I. C. S. 
in your own home will prepare you for the posi- 
tion you want in the work you like best. 

Don’t let another priceless hour go to waste! 
Without cost or obligation, let us prove that we 
can help you. Mark and mail this coupon. 
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f 
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! “When you first looked at me what 
were you thinking? I mean when you 
looked at me under the lamp before I 
spoke to you.” 

“Thinking ?” 


“Yes.” 
She seemed to consider the question, and 
her doll-like face became grave. A look 


of pathetic surprise shadowed her eyes. 
“I dunno.” 
Muffy grunted before the unlit gas stove, 
stretched out on his fat side. 
“I saw you coming up and I liked you.” 


ID you feel 1 could do something for 
you?” 

“What funny questions you do ask.” 

“But did you?” I persisted, still con- 
scious of the mystery which seemed to 
haunt me. 

Not that I know of. Why, what could 
you do?” she asked. 

“I don’t know.” 

“Whatever do you mean?” she said, 
leaning against me with her little head 
on my shoulder. 

“You had such a funny look in your 
eyes when | I first saw you.” 

“F unny ? 

“Ves. 

“What sort of look?” 

“It seemed to me that you needed me 
lor were going to need me.” 

“Why ever? D’you mean because I was 
hard up?” 

“Oh, no. But—are you?” 

“No. I’m rather flush just now.” 

“Why did you come to the city?” 

“Because I got sick of being at home.” 

“Did you—did you get into trouble?” 

“Not me! Not down there! I hadn’t 
the chance.” 

“Then what happened?” 

“One night I went to the movies with a 
boy and came back late. My dad went 
|for me, and talked a lot of rot about 
idecent girls not doing such things, and 
| decent girls respecting themselves, and 
decent girls not doing this and not doing 
that. And at last I said, ‘Seems to me 
decent girls don’t live at all. Fact is, I'm 
| fed up with being a decent girl!’ Dad was 
| real mad then and sent me up to bed. And 
| that night I knew something.” 


Yes?” I said, as she paused. 


ELL, I just knew that I didn’t want 
to go on being a decent girl any 
more. So I dropped it. See?” 
— what did you do?” 

“Packed my things on the sly and 
cleared out.” 

“And came up to the city?” 

“Right!” 

“You had money enough?” 

“Darned little. But I had enough for a 
week. I went to a boarding-house, and 
then I started to see life, and I soon got 
along.” 

“You began to live as you are living 


>” 


now 

“To be sure I did.” 
| “And you're satisfied with your life?” 

“Sure I am. Why not?” 

Her last question seemed suddenly to 
clear up something in my mind, something 
that must have been cloudily there for 
some time 

“But think of the dangers!” I said. 

“What do you mean? What dangers? 
I know how to take care of myself.” 
| “You might pick up a brute.’ 

“Lily did that once. My word, there 
was a row. He started smashing every- 
thing in the fiat and woke half of us girls 
up. I were down. You never saw such a 
sight. He had D.T. That was what it 
was. And Lily swore you'd never have 
guessed he was going to by the look of 
him. He hit a fellow, who came out, from 
{the flat opposite, over the head with a 
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chair and pretty near knocked him out. 
There was hell, I can tell you. Poor Lil 
didn’t go out for a week after it. Said 
she couldn't trust herself with a man. But 
she’s forgotten it now.” 

“Good Lord!” I said. 

I had a rather vivid imagination that 
had called up the scene she had just al- 
luded to, had filled it with ugly detail. 

I looked at her steadily. In spite of 
her life, she was obviously a mere girl, 
slim, full of the magic fluid of youth, 
poised, careless. She must know a lot of 
terribly ugly things, of hideous things; she 
was leading a hideous life; and yet, some- 
how, she managed to present herself to me 
as a semi-ignorant child, unconscious of 
what she was, of what she was doing, of 
what was probably in store for her. Man- 
aged to present herself! As I gazed at 
her an unpleasant question came up in 
my mind. Was she perhaps kidding me? 
Was she really a subtle little devil trying 
to get hold of me by a pretense of inno- 
cence, by an acting of the white lily in 
the slime, pure, somehow, in spite of her 
physical degradation? But belief in that 
sort of thing was sheer sentimentality, 
and I prided myself on having a hatred 
for sentimentality. She was, I told my- 
self, a little ruffian totally devoid of all 
moral sense. She had no more moral 
sense than a little animal. Not as much 
perhaps. Yet I couldn't feel she was 
vicious, as I had often felt that women 
I had met in society were vicious. She 
seemed threaded through with a trans- 
parent simplicity. But was that possible? 

I tried to point out her danger, but she 
laughed: 

“I’m not one to go with just anybody.” 
a HAT do you mean—go with any- 

body?” I asked. 
“T mean what I say. I pick.” 
“Pick?” 
“Yes; if I don’t like the looks of a 
man, I won't have anything to do with 
him.” 

“And you think you can tell what a man 
is by a casual look at him in the street?” 

“Why not? A girl like me knows in 
a minute.” 

Her complete confidence in her own 
power to judge character on the spot 
amazed and also amused me. 

“What are you smiling at?” she said. 

“T don’t know. But, you know, you 
amuse me.” 

“Why ?” 

“Well, you seem so certain of every- 
thing about men.” 

“We girls have to be certain.” 

“T think you might easily make a mis- 
take, ” I said, more gravely. 

“Not on your life!” 

Curiosity woke in me. I couldn’t resist 
questioning this remarkable girl. 

“Let’s hear what you think about me,” 
I said. 

“Why ?” 

“IT want to know whether you're as clever 
about men as you make out.” 

An oddly shrewd look altered her doll- 
like face. 


JSTEN! But I might know more 
about you than you do.” 

“Then you can tell me and I won't be 
so ignorant.” 

“Now you're laughing. But I might, all 
the same.” 

= m not laughing. Come on now! Tell 
me.’ 

She sent me a sidelong glance that had 
fascination. Her bright eves and her little 
head were really attractive. There was 
still much of the “dear little thing” in her 
that appeals easily to men. I drew her 
closer and said again: 

“Tell me—you little devil!” 
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| She looked at me almost solemnly and 
|} seemed to be making a conscious effort 
| like a child bringing rudimentary faculties 
to bear on a knotty question. For the 
first time since I had been with her she 
seemed slightly self-conscious. 

“Well, for one thing, you're awfully 
cautious,” she said. 

I felt that I reddened. 

“Cautious !” 

“Yes. You think a lot about a thing be- 
fore you do it, _and then as often as not 
you don’t do it.’ 

I didn’t point out the contradiction. I 
knew too well what she meant. 

‘Anything else?” 

“You're kind, but you don’t like to be 
interfered with.” 

The little thing was really damnably 
acute in her haphazard way. 

‘As to caution,” I said, going back to her 
|former remark on a_ sudden impulse. 
“Directly I saw you I spoke to you.” 

“Yes—and then bolted.” 

“Well, I was going to a theater.” 

“Go on!” 

Her smile made me feel like a schoolboy 
caught playing hookey. 

“If I hadn't come after you you'd have 
gone straight home to your mother!” she 
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389 Fifth Avenue New York I accepted the 


HAT settled it for me. 

challenge and stayed. 
Church bells were ringing en Sunday 
morning when I left Tenth Avenue to go 
back to my apartment. The weather had 
|cleared a little. There was no rain. But 
gray clouds muffled the sky. The streets 
were moist, and the atmosphere was heavy 
and seemed to me sickly, exotic, like the at- 
oe ay to mosphere in a conservatory full of artificial 
heat. I felt I must walk part of the way. 
Mon at Home I felt a desire for fresh air that was like 
a lust. I felt also a desire for the country 
that I had so recently left. A hatred of 

the streets possessed me. 

Why did that little girl with the round 
bright eyes love them so much? I touched 
The people 
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to take Violet Delmar out on the follow- 
ing Saturday night. It was, I felt, impos- 
=== sible that she had fallen in love with me, but 
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I applied antiseptics in a mouth wash. 
deodorants to insure a sweet, pure breath 
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take quite a solemn vow about next Satur- 
day, and while she had been requiring 
this promise of me, into her eyes there had 
come for a moment the same look that had 
called to me near Columbus Circle when 
she had heen standing under the lamp. 
That look had surely a special and intense 
meaning. But apparently she didn’t under- 
stand it and neither did I 

What did that look mean? What move- 
ment of the girl’s nature prompted it? 
What secret was it trying to tell, a secret 
of which her consciousness wasn’t aware? 
I wondered whether I would ever know. 
There were so many things in connection 
with human beings that one could never 
understand. No doubt this was one of 
them 

When I entered my rooms they looked 
strange to me. 

As the days of that week passed I began 
to debate something, the question whether 
I should, or should not, keep my promise 
to Violet Delmar. Her satisfaction with 
the life she had deliberately chosen, her 
apparent unconsciousness of its  loath- 
someness and indifference to its obvious 
dangers, amazed me. couldn't under- 
stand how any one could be as she un- 
doubtedly was. But she attracted me 
oddly, perhaps partly because of that 
curious casualness, that gentle devil-may- 
care attitude, combined with the trans- 
parent simplicity that persisted in her in 
spite of her horrible knowledge of a vile 
side of life. 

WANTED to see her again and yet I 

didn’t want to. 

As the days passed, the innate caution 
which she had so shrewdly discovered in 
me began to grow insistent. She had said, 
“You think a lot about a thing before you 
do it, and then as often as not you don't 
do it.” The old process was going on in 
me now. I was weighing, as so often be- 
fore, the pros and the cons. If I kept my 
promise to Violet it might be the begin- 
ning of an intimacy which might lead me 
into difficulties, and which could scarcely 
be of any profit to me. I wasn’t suited to 
an intrigue with such a girl. Better not 
to go! Better to drop it! And yet—and 
yet there was a voice within me which 
said, “You must go! You must keep your 
promise !” 

But when Saturday came I disregarded 
it. .My native caution got the upper hand, 
as. so often before, and late in the after- 
noon I telegraphed from the club— 
“Awfully sorry cannot come this evening— 
Bill.” 

She knew my first name but not my 
second, and she had no idea where [ 
lived. 

Having sent the telegram, I tried to for- 
get the whole matter. But I couldn't. I 
felt strangely agitated, and as the evening 
drew on into night my agitation increased. 
I dined at the club and played billiards 
after dinner. And I played very badly. At 
eleven o’clock I went home, lit my pipe, 
sat down, tried to read. But the book 
meant nothing to me, and finally I put it 
down, knocked out my pipe, and stood 
up. Something urgent seemed at work 
in me; seemed trying to compel me to go 
out again into the night, to go to a tall 
red building just off Tenth Avenue to 
knock on a door inscribed with the letter 
N. I even picked up my hat. But just 
then the clock on the chimney-piece began 
to sound the hour of midnight, and that 
gave me pause at the very moment when 
I had reached a decision. 

Midnight! And Saturday night! Of 
course she wouldn't be alone! It would be 
crazy to go! And I threw down my hat, 
undressed and went to bed. But even two 
stiff drinks didn’t induce sleep, and I 
passed a most miserable night—a night 
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—in the quiet of their own rooms—without the knowl- 
edge of their most intimate friends, emerging in a few 
days with a new, soft, velvety, clear, spotless youth-like 
skin on face, neck, arms, hands or any part of the body 
where a new skin is desired It's astonishing—almost 
beyond belief! Send now—the book is absolutely free to 


readers of this paper. Address, Marvo Beauty Labora- | 
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that even seemed haunted, though by 
exactly what I couldn't tell. 

On Sunday morning it was fine, and | 
resolved to get out of town. I packed a 
suit-case, took my _ golf-clubs, traveled 
down to the Country Club and played golf 
all day. I stayed there the night, and on 
Monday took an early train to town. At 
the station | bought two morning papers. 
When the train started I opened the 
American, read the two middle pages, then 
turned back to page seven. After reading 
it for a minute or two, I saw the follow- 
ing headline: “A girl found strangled.” 
Immediately I remembered Violet Del- 
mar’s remark, “And what would there be 
to read about on Sunday if there wasn’t 
any crimes?” But this was Monday, and 
I wasn’t anxious to steep myself in sensa- 
tionalism. 


LOOKED away. “Flying made easy” 

—"Eclipse of our Athletes.” Then I 
had to look back. And I read the follow- 
ing statement: 

“Girl found strangled. A horrible crime 
was discovered on Sunday morning in an 
apartment house on Tenth avenue. Flat N 
in this building was occupied by a girl 
called Violet Delmar, who lived there 
alone, her only companion being a dog. 
Late on Saturday night, as has been 
learned from a friend of hers, a Miss 
Delane, who lives on a floor below, Violet 
Delmar returned home accompanied by a 
youngish man with a dark complexion, and 
was seen by Miss Delane, who happened 
to be at her door, to go upstairs with him. 
Miss Delane thinks she would recognize 
him if she saw him again. No disturbance 
was heard during the night by any one 
inhabiting the flats, but when the woman 
who was accustomed to wait on Miss Del- 
mar arrived as usual at ten in the morning, 
she couldn’t get an answer to her knock. 
She rang the bell several times, but no one 
came to the door, though she heard Miss 
Delmar’s little dog barking and howling 
in the flat. 

“Eventually, becoming alarmed, the 
woman summoned assistance, the door was 
opened by the janitor of the building and 
the unfortunate girl was found in the bed- 
room, lying on her back in bed, dead, with 
marks of strangulation on her throat. 

“The crime was evidently not committed 
for the purpose of robbery, as some 
jewelry and money amounting to over a 
hundred dollars were found in the bed- 
room. The police are investigating.” 

I put the paper down. The railway 


| carriage was crowded with men smoking. 


I shut my eyes. I felt that I couldn't 

bear to have my eyes seen just then. 
“Why didn’t I go?” I said to myself. 

“Why didn’t I keep my promise? 

At that moment I hated myself. 
my caution. I cursed it. 

When the train ran into the city I knew 
that those bright eyes under the street 
lamp had sent out a voiceless appeal to 
me for protection. I had heard it strange- 
ly. I had gone back. I had been on the 
very verge of what was surely knowledge, 
occult knowledge. But something had 
held me in ignorance, and then my horrible 
caution had governed me. And now it was 
all too late. 

The streets—the streets had conquered. 


I hated 


OVE conquers cll things and yet when 
this girl had to choose between dis- 
grace and her sweetheart’s honor—she 
hesitated. The triumph of her school was 
also at stake for the big college football 
game was on. Read The Price of 


Victory in November Smart Ser to find 


out what the girl did. 
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every one who answered, 
| ners was no easy job. 


inners 


fairly swamped Smarr Ser Editors. 
showed talent so the selection of the prize win- 
Still the Editors did their best. 


Practically 


And here are the se- 


lections they made of the winners of the prizes—with apologies to many 


| Other clever poets: 
| If they asked us to Charleston on high, 
| In a contest—we'd not even try. 
“Get the hook!” we would yell, 
| “And the ladder as well 
| Do you think we mae wings and can fly?” 


Miss Navey Elkhay, 

West Stoughton, Mass. 

| What’s wrong with this picture, we ques- 

tion— 

Has the gentleman got indigestion? 

Have they poisoned his food? 

| Is he half-baked? Or stewed? ; 

| He's simply “Fed Up”’s my suggestion. 
Mrs. C. L. Insley, Jr., 

Memphis, Tenn. 


When a husband is dumb and starts fluting, 
And makes his wife deaf with his tooting, 
She should start tuning in 
With a stout rolling-pin, 
Jt’s safer and saner than shooting. 
Loyola E. Flynn, 
East Rutherford, N. J. 


Critics of the July issue 


were 


helpful suggestion. 


| great mass of letters and selected these prise 
Fla. ; 


W. Walker, Dake 
Franklin street, Oakland, Cali. ; 
Avenue, Omaha, Nebr. 
the prize contest for parents. 


First prize: City, 
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parade. There’s always hope for a girl 
who’s honest with herself. 

It all depends, Ellin, on what you think 
is worthwhile. There's undeniably a cer- 
tain popularity that petting brings. You 
can if you like, become very much in de- 
mand by being an expert petter. 

But if you want the trusting love of 
one man, and marriage and home and chil- 
dren, you are on the wrong track when 
you pet all the interesting men you know. 

Now and then a man marries a petter. 
But the type of man who is willing that 
.. |his wife should be a promiscuous petter, 
3 |isn’t often the serious, responsible, fine 
man a girl wants for a husband. 

A man who undertakes to support a 
wife and home for the rest of his life, 
wants a wife whose favors are not to be 
had for the asking by other men, and who 
has not shared her favors with fifty or 
more men. Do you blame him? 

Once you get a reputation as a petter, 
petting is expected of you and to refuse 
is taken as an insult. If you were a 
young jungle flapper of a tribe of sav- 
this might all be very well. But 

not—you're a civilized girl with 

Ellin dear, and you’re hoping for 
of a woman’s happiness—a 
and husband. Those are the 
facts as I see them. It’s up to you to 
order your life as you choose, isn’t it, 
in the light of the facts. 

Iris in her letter tells me of her efforts 
to marry a certain rich old bachelor of 


ages 

you're 
ideals, 
that crown 
good home 


also strongly in evidence. 
was they had nothng but praise for SMART Set—with only now and then a 
Any way, your Editor went conscientiously through the 


Third prize: 
Now you letter writers turn to page 60 of this issue and see 
80, limerick poets will find another chance. 
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In the picture above, find the one 
Who is having a barrel of fun; 
And the one who'll fade out 
From the scene without doubt— 
If a bee should buss close to his tongue. 
Miss R. Cornel, 
Palisades Park, N. J. 


Just note how Miss Jumbo’s eye twinkles; 
She is actually PROUD of her wrinkles! 
“T should worry!” says she, 
“If my skin’s puckery—” 
“So's your old man minus his crinkles.” 
Mrs. Jeanette E. Davidson, 
Tacoma, Washington. 


What tune is this gay old boy strumming, 
To set all these beauties a-humming ? 
With him we'd change places, 
—But would not change faces— 
Unless we saw wifie dear coming! 
Joan Clayborne, 
Tacoma, Wash. 


But the trouble 


Second prize: 
Lloyd Smiley, 


1505 
35th 


Lurline Rodgers, 


Bertha 1320 South 


Tell Me Your Troubles 


page 79] 


‘catch-me-if-you-can-type” 
le has made me _ lovely 
writes Iris, “and at first 


of fellow. 
presents,” 
seemed devoted. 


the 
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We were to have been married this last 
August. But be keeps putting off the wed- 
ding. Finally; he said we would be mar- 
ried the first of October. But he hasn’t 
written for two weeks. He doesn’t seem 
really to want to marry me. 


“Yt sent him a note reminding him that 
if we are to be married October first it’s 
time to order the wedding announcements 
and asking him for a list of guests. Don’t 
you think that should get some life out 
of him? 

“I'm twenty-one now—old enough to get 
married. I’m tired of working and I 
want to marry a man who can give me a 
good home as my fiancé can. Can you 
suggest any other way of bringing him to 
the point of marrying me?” 

Dear Iris, my frank advice 
go if he doesn’t want to marry you. 
you no pride? 

Your admirer is years older than you 
and is obviously not in love. He prob- 
ably became engaged on impulse. If you 


let him 
Have 


marry him, you will doubtless live to- 
gether like cats and dogs. How much 
happier and more independent you are, 


earning your own living. 

You are not in love—your letter proves 
it—but are merely scheming to marry for 
money. Wait until you meet a man whom 
you respect and love for himself and who 
doesn’t have to be cajoled and urged to 
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results ~ 
By Miss Karsten 


For years I tried everything to remove wrinkles which 
marred my beauty, hindered my pleasure in social life and 
made me look old before my time, but without results. 
One day a friend who had just returned from abroad 
gave me this wonderful secret discovered in Egypt, which 
preserved the youthful appearance of the fairest Egyptian 
Beauties. I tried it—results were amazing—I could not 
believe my eyes. After a few applications wrinkles and 
worry lines faded away. In 3 days my 
skin + ame firm and youthful freshness 
was restored. 


This Priceless Secret Yours 


Why teok old! Why allow wrinkles, black- FROWN LINES 
heads or pimples to mar your appearance 
when they can be harmlessly removed as if 
by magic’ No massaging no painful 
electric treatment-——no harmful lotions 
Ruga Creme will amaze you—bring back 
new youth to your face. Try it! 


Special $5 offer $469 
only one jar toa person ow eR 
Our Laboratories have secured a limited 
upply of these costly ingredients, 10, 

$ $ jars of Ruga Creme at this spe- 
cial offer to introduce. Just pay postman LAUGH LINES 
$1.69 to cover laboratory expense plus a 

few pennies postage. If after third treat- 

ment you do not notice a decided {mprove- 

ment, return balance and we will refund 

your money. Don't miss this amazing offer 
Just send name and ade Av! PIMPLES 


Send cash 


CROW'S FEET 


Forever removed by the Mahler 

Method which kills the hair root 

without pain or injuries to the skin, 

in the privacy of your own home. 

Send today 3 red stamps for Free Booklet. 
We teach Beauty Culture 


D. J. MAHLER CO., 920-B Mahler Park, Providence, R. L 
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$25 ONYX RINGSL98 


Words will not do this fal infiported ri 
P The setting is unusual example of 

ine workmanship and is wee vught in 
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ancy that only a diamond rt equal.ideal gift. 
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Send No Money ? the ring arrives, deposit 
98,with your Weer the ring for five 
Mc back if not delighted. So send today. 

ONYX IMPORTING isos, Artington Heights, It. 


Earn $50 to $75 aWeek 


Earn while you learn in spare tim>. 8 weeks 


experience eary 
Oriental System of Beauty Culture 
4410, 1548 Betmont Ave., Chicas, 
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Girls—Women, 15 up 


GOWN 
DESIGNERS—MAKERS 


Why not have many fascinating 
Gowns at big savings? You can 
learn in spare moments without 
leaving your home. 

Gown Designers-—Creators get 


$45 to $75 a Week 


Many start exclusive Gown Parlors 
in their own homes. Over 

2,000 former members now 4 
and make their 
own gowns and hats. a 


Mail the coupon 
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marry you, but will be deeply in love 
with you. 

You are so young, you have years ahead 
for love and marriage. Don’t throw away 
the sweetest gift of life by making a love- 
less marriage. 

Fashions and customs shift, generally 
in the direction of evolution and progress. 
But certain ideals remain fixed as the 
North Star. Love is the same yesterday 
and today and will not change tomorrow, 
though conventions of marriage may 
change. 

Love is unselfish, love is of the spirit, 
as well as earth. Love maintains self- 
respect. It doesn’t consist in just being 
“wild” about a certain man as Marcelle 
is about her “boss.” 

Here’s her letter: 

“Dear Mrs. Madison: 

“All Summer, the wife of my ‘boss’ has 
been abroad. I have always been in love 
with him. He is the most fascinating man 
I ever met. I am simply wild about him. 

“But he never paid much attention to 
me until these last months. Then gradu- 
ally, he got in the habit of asking me to 
dinner and to motor to some near-by beach 
on hot Sunday nights. Sometimes, he 
asked me to dine at his apartment, where 
he had dinner sent in from a near-by club. 

“Now his wife is returning and I shall 
have to give him up. I feel that I simply 
can’t do it. I never really lived until this 
Summer. 

“He suggests that our affair can go 
right on, without the knowledge of his 
wife, who doesn’t understand him as I do. 
What shall I do? 

Marcelle.” 

Dear Marcelle, I’m not going to dwell 
on the imminent danger of your being 
found out if you carry on a sub-rosa love 
affair with a married man, nor the abso- 
lute disgrace that will follow. The news- 
papers are full of such tragedies. You 
may be sure, under such circumstances, 
that you will be accused of the very worst. 

I am not going to assure you over and 
over, that attentions from a man who is 
not free to marry you are a veiled insult, 
because whatever happens, you will bear 
the brunt of the trouble, since he is mar- 
ried. 

If he loved you, he would not place you 
in a false position before the world. 

He belongs to his wife and she belongs 
to him, legally and as a matter of moral 
obligation. You will despise yourself if 
you steal him from her. 

The position of the “other woman,” un- 
sheltered, precarious, is one of mental 
agony. You will not have a care-free 
moment, carrying your secret with you. 
Worst of all, your conscience and self- 
respect will constantly accuse you. 

Let this man go, for his sake and your 
own. Respect the rights and happiness 
of the woman he has sworn to honor. 

Summon your courage and self-respect 
dear. Leave his office if you must. Fight 
this matter out with yourself and win. 

You hear much these days of flaming 
youth. It is true that modern youth is like 
a flame of fire in its bright fearlessness, 
frankness, freedom. This flame is not 
that of reckless irresponsibility but the 
clear flame of love of life and joy, with 
determination to face facts honestly. 

I love to help girls. Hundreds of let- 
ters from puzzled girls and women, yes, 
and almost as many from men, come to 
my desk each week. At the end of the 
day, when I sit alone with my thoughts, 
I say a little silent prayer in the hope that 
the advice I have given, the guidance I 
have suggested, may have brought peace 
to some girl’s sorely troubled heart; that 
I may have helped to save a home; kept 
a family together. 


MONSTER) 


What Mysterious Motives 
Inspired Her Awful Deeds 


ARP click and Cleek was on 
like a leaping cat! ‘“‘Caught you,” he 
snarled. Astounded we stared at this 
gentle-looking girl. Could that soft hand 
of hers have sent five men to horrible 
deaths! Was this really the nameless 
monster who held whole ies in terror? 
What was her true identit 

What connection had the crucifix over 
her bed with the my sterious symbols on the 
dead man’s hand? What uncanny means 
did_she employ that left no trace and 
baffled the shrewdest detectives? 

You can learn the answer to this amazing 
tale and a host of equally thrilling, exciting 
mystery stories by sending today for 


The International 
ADVENTURE LIBRARY 


| all literature you can find nothin 
equalling these fifteen volumes for weir 
mystery and adventure — for here are 
not just good mystery and adventure 
stories by the world’s most gifted 
authors—but their recognized greatest 
works only. 


World-wide is their sweep. 
With amazing swiftness you from 
one thrilling episode to another, from 
seething India to fanatical Morocco, 
from staid old England to the mys- 
terious isles of the Pacific. 

Here, indeed, are stories so well told 
you will delight in reading them over 
and over again—Dracula; Tales of 
Sherlock Holmes; Return of Sherloc 
Holmes; The Abandoned Room; 
Arsene Lupin; The Confesstons of 
Arsene Lupin; The Teeth of ae Tiger; 

Stopper; Hollow 
The Deril's Admiral: Cleek of 
Scotland Yard; Cleek, The Master De- 
lective; The White Waterfall; The Un- 
seen Hand; The Radium Terrors. 


Eleven long novels and 
fifty-three short siories by the world’s 
greatest adventure writers: Sir A. 
Conan Doyle; Bram Stoker; Wads- 
worth Camp; Maurice Lebiane; 
Frederick Ferdinand Moore; Thomas 
W. Hanshew; Clarence H. New: 
Albert Dorrington—all yours at a 
bargain if you mail the coupon sodey. 
Beautifully bound in a 
roon de Luxe Vellum with gold ti 


Priced for Quick 

Only a limited number of these sets 

are left, and we have priced them 

eepecially low for quick sale. Avoid 
disappointment, mail the coupon now. 


20 Days Free 
You needn't send a cent. If 
set fails to delight you, re- 
turn it in ten days at 
our Simply 
send the bargain 
coupon today, 


FREE 
If you mail 
coupon today 
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a’ not more than delighted with 4 
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your expense within 10 days. If 
4a satisfied, I will send you $1.00 * 
v promptly, and immediately receive 
the famous Gurkha Kukri free, and 
will pay the balance at the rate of $1.00 
a month for only 16 months. 
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SHOW CARD 
LETTERING 


learn at Home 


Here is the very course you need if you want to 
get a good paying position as a Show Card Letterer 
or Sign Letterer, or have a business of your own. 
This course is complete and practical and especially 
arranged to meet the needs of the student who studies 
at home. It was written by E. L. Koller, Principal 
of the School of Art of the International Correspon- 
dence Schools, member of the American Federation 
of Arts, and The National Society of Craftsmen. 

Mr. Koller has had twenty years’ teaching experi- 
ence, and his success in helping other men and women 
is an indication of what he can do for you. 

Wood, a clerk, made more than $700 “on 
the side” before he had completed his course and 
also won $125 in prizes. Harry William Lord writes 
that he has more than doubled his salary as a result 
of studying this I. C. S. course in spare time. 
7 iam Whitman, a former wagon bu Ider, now has 

sign | vainting business - his own and is earning 
a three times as m as he did before enrolling 
with the International C a ondence Schools. 

There is no doubt that Show Card Lettering and 
Sign Lettering offer a real opportunity to ambitious 
men and women. = mark and mail the coupon 
and we'll gladly send you a booklet telling gil about 
the I. C. S. course in Show Card Lettering, or any 
other subject in which you are interest 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6252-G, Scranton, Penna. 
The oldest and largest correspondence schools in the world 
Without cost or obligation on my part, please tell me 
how I can qualify for the position or in the subject before 
which I have marked an X: 


OOSHOW CARD LETTERING 

ILLUSTRATING CARTOONING 
Business Management Advertising 
Business Law Better Letters 
Banking and Banking Law Stenography and Typing 
Accountancy (including C.P.A. Business English 
‘ost Accounting Civil Service 
Railway Mail Clerk 
retary ‘ mon School Subjects 
Salesmanship High School Subjects 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
Electrical Engineering Surveying and Mapping 
Electric Lighting Architect 
)Mechanical Engineer Architect’s Blueprints 
Mechanical Draftsman Contractor and Builder 
Machine Shop Practice Architectural Draftsman 


Rallroad Positions Structural Engineer 

Gas Engine Operating Chemistry () Pharmacy 
Civil Engineer Automobiles 

Steam Engineering CF) Radio Mathematics 
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The only perfect substitute for real 
diamonds known to science ! Nagoma Diamonds are 
worn by Fashionable Society and no one is the wiser! 
This Sterling Silver Ring ($3 00 value) is from our reg- 
ular line. You may have one for only $1 if you act now. 
Sent postpaid | - receipt of remittance and string 

wing size te whether So.rramer en's) or DINNER 
Rie $i ALL ‘You PAY!—promptly refunded if you are 


not entirely satisfied 
Dept. 
New York City 


MA yd COMPANY 
33 Sixth & 


Men Who Have Kissed Me 


[Continued from page 21] 


one foot restlessly on the cheap linoleum. 

“Father, please may I have the pink 
frock?” 

Emotion stirred the cold features at 
last—a wave of angry contempt 

“You must be mad, girl. Do you sup- 
pose I’m made of money, with four of 
you to keep, and your mother? Don't I 
give you enough clothes as it is? Precious 
little I get in return! You think of noth- 
ing but gadding about dressed up like a 
hussy. Where's your religion you've been 
taught? Don't we pray tor our daughters 
to be like the polished corners of the 


Temple, not hussies smothered in finery‘ 
Besides, that’s a dress for a young lady, 
not you.’ 


QUEEZING my hands tighter, I still 

persisted. 

“But, father, it’s my birthday next 
month, and | thought—you generally give 
me something. I could pay for it partly. 
I've got a little pocket-money saved up.” 

Father’s face flushed with rage 

“You'll not have the dress. Go away 
and leave me in peace!” he thundered. 
‘Try and have a little modesty if you can. 
That skirt you've got on is disgracefully 
short.” 

Chere were tears in my eyes as I turned 
away. My heart felt hard and bitter. He 
had been unreasonable, insulting, | thought 
passionately. Well, if he asked for re- 
bellion he should have it. When the shop 
closed for the day at seven o’clock I went 
to mother. 

“I want to go out, mother. My head 
aches. I must have some ‘fresh air. I 
don't want any supper. €an you manage?” 

Mother considered me with dull, ex- 
pressionless eyes. 

“Very well,” she answered. 

I fled to my room like a mad girl. I 
tore off my black frock, flung it on the 
bed and put on one of cool blue linen. I 
hunted out blue silk stockings and a pair of 
little white shoes, cheap, yet attractive. 
brushed my shining crown of fair hair and 
arranged it most patiently, setting on it 
a soft, felt hat, bent craftily to aid the 
charm of my face. Then I stole down to 
the empty kitchen and made myself a cup 
of tea. As I swallowed it, mother came 
in and stood watching me for a moment. 
Whatever she thought, she said nothing. 


N THE street, on the other side, Dick 

Gray was shutting his father’s door be- 
hind him. I half glanced at him under my 
long lashes. Then I strolled slowly, without 
taking further notice, in the direction of 
the river. Dick hesitated, glanced doubt- 
fully up and down the street, and followed. 

I walked on perfectly aware of Dick’s 
pursuit. My knowledge of being pursued 
gave me a subtle allurement, like the swag- 
ger of a crack regiment. I swayed a little 
as I walked; I felt fragrant with some 
ineffable perfume. Back from the river 
bank stood a wodden seat hidden behind a 
clump of willows. Here I came to rest, 
and here Dick Gray found me. 

He had become a victim to as much 
emotion as falls to not over-imaginative 
young men. His eyes were a little bright, 
his cheeks flushed: he had small difficulties 
with his voice, and his hands shook slight- 
ly. He came up, raised his cap, and sat 
down beside me 

“What have I done? What are you 
running away for?” he asked rather com- 
plainingly. 

“I'm not running away,” I answered, 
“Why should I? I came out for a walk 
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because my head aches. If you aren't 
going to be nice to me, please go away. I 
put up with enough from father.” 

Suddenly I felt myself clasped in his 
arms. My whole body seemed to relax 
and become blended with his. The soft 
felt hat slipped to the ground as he turned 
my head toward him and kissed me pas- 
sionately with great masterful, overwhelm- 
ing kisses on my lips and throat. For a 
moment it was sheer shock and pain; 
then a great happiness stole over me. | 
ceased to exist; I nestled gently against 
his shoulder and gave myself up to the 
dreamy delight of being caressed. 

My mind wandered far away into a sort 
of fairy story; this, then, was the beauti- 
tul world that lay laughing in the sun, 
the playground of splendid lovers, and 
kisses were the magic keys. Who kissed 
you did not matter a great deal. I did 
not love Tom and I knew he did not love 
me even if he thought he did. 


I DREW away, and he tasted the joy 
of watching me comb out my hair with 
swift, accustomed fingers. As we stood up 
to go homeward I held my mouth just for 
a second, offering it, waiting. It was the 
golden climax of an almost perfect idyll. 

It is the law that happiness must be 
bought with unhappiness, generally on the 
extended payment system. I reached home 
faintly pink, intoxicated with new joy. In 
the drab living-room I met my parents. 
Mother sewed in silence; fathér read his 
trade paper, aloof and forbidding. He 
represented that tyranny of the husband 
and male parent which chills and wet- 
blankets so many homes. He was the 
everlasting grumbler and complainer. He 
looked up at me as I entered, a long, ap- 
praising look, like a dealer summing up 
the points of a horse. ° 

“Come here,” he said. “I’ve got some 
news for you, now you've finished gadding 
about the streets.” 

I went and stood befere him. I had 
sad certainty that the news could not be 
good. The joy faded drearily out of my 
blood, and my face wore the expression- 
less mask of the child before its parent. 

“John Gray has been here,” he went on. 
“He’s asked my permission to marry you. 
I don’t call you a good wife for an up- 
right, God-fearing man, April. You're too 
flighty and sinful. On the other hand, 
his example and guidance would be the 
best things for you. Your mother was 
much the same as you at your age, but mar- 
riage has formed her character. I gave 
John Gray my consent. No doubt he'll 
speak to you himself. You're a lucky girl. 
Try and make him a good wife.” 


OU must be mad, father!” I cried. “TI 

marry John Gray? Why, he’s old—as 
old as you are. You can’t possibly mean 
what you say. He was an old man when 
I was a little girl.” 

“Nonsense,” retorted father harshly. 
“You don’t know what you're talking 
about. He’s a worthy husband for any 
girl, and as for being old, he’s barely fifty, 
with an established business, able to give 
you everything you want. I know far 
more about these things than you do. Your 
head’s full of romantic nonsense.” 

“Mother,” I exclaimed, turning to the 
silent figure, “you’re a woman, and you 
were a girl like me once. Do you approve 
of this? Would you like me to marry John 
Grav? 

Marriage had formed mother’s character. 
In spite of herself she looked. up with her 
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Here is a rare 
portunity to get aj 
stylish frock 
little money. 
‘ 

We've taken an ex- [4 
pensive Falland 
Winter modeland 
carefully repro- 
duceditinagood 
weight flannel 
material with #4 
suede-like finish. 
Side pleats in skirt 

tom istrim=- 
med with contrast- 
ing buttons. 
braid trimming at 
neck. See yourself in 
this new frock and you 
pi be pleased at your 

smart appearance. 


GUARANTEE 


Write us to send you 

this — frock for 
atry-on. Should you not 

be satisfied, we guar- 

antee to refund. your | 
money promptly. 

Send Only $129 with your 
order just to show good faith. 
Then pay your postmaster only 
$2.98 and a few cents postage 
on delivery. Order quick, before 
the size or color you want is gone. 


Order No. 194K59 
hat shown is of 


Sent with the dress for 
$1. 98 sdditional 


Make $100.00 a week and up, selling 
our fine made-to-measure, all-wool 
suits, direct to wearer. Biggest values — 
positively sell on sight. Biggest commis- 
sions paid in advance. We attend tode- 
livery and collections. 6x9 swatch sam- 
ples—over 100 styles all one price—furnished 
FREE. Part or full time men write at once. 
W. Z. Gibson, Inc., 161 W. Harrison St., Dept. X-596, Chicago 


Has New Hair 


KOTALKO 
DID IT 


“After con- 
valescing from 
pneumonia and 
the mumps, 
nearly all m 
hair came off, 
and left me 

ractically 

ald,” writes 
Miss Amee 
Sutton. 

tried 
everything, 
sparing neither 
time normoney, 
yet there was no 
sign of life in the scalp. I came to ie ‘eendhaien that 
the hair roots had been killed by a germ, and th 
seriously of buying a wig. 

“One day a sympathetic lady gave me some 
Kotalko which I began to use. I, and all who knew 
me, were amazed at the resultsas the improvement 
came almost immediately. Now I am the proud pos- 
sessor of lovely, thick curly hair. Life seems worth 
living, and I am very happy 

Men also who were Boidcheaded for years report 
new hair growth through Kotalko. Many testimonials 
from men and women. You may buy a full-size box 
at the drug store under money-refund guarantee. 


If you have dandruff, or are 


Free Box losing hair, or if you are 


nearly or entirely bald. write 


KOTAL CO., K-488, Station L, New York 
Please send me FREE Proof Box of KOTALKO 


expressionJess face and said, without any 
obvious emotion: “Your father knows 
best, April. He’s promised Mr. Gray. 
You must be a good girl and obey your 
father.” 

“I'll never marry him. I'll kill myself 
first,” I cried. “You'll never make me do 
it, father. You can’t.” 

Over father’s mind stole, I think, a 
hitherto unknown warning of defeat. Out- 
wardly he merely scowled. A year or two 
earlier he would have beaten me for this. 
The long, thin cane still lay in a drawer 
of the desk in the dining-room where he 
made out his bills every month. 

“Go to your room,” he said coldly. “I'll 
give you a fortnight to get used to the 
idea before John Gray speaks to you, and 
that’s more than you deserve. The Scrip- 
tures tell you to honor your father and 
your mother, but you’ve nothing more than 
rebellion to offer us.” He felt rather 
pleased at implicating mother. “Go away 
and pray for an obedient heart.” 


I CREPT up to my little room. For a 
long time I crouched by the window, 
gazing into the warm, silent night, looking 
up at the pitying, remote stars. Then I un- 
dressed, and for a moment, before , put | 


| 
| 


$245 IN 4 DAYS 
I put im 30 hours and made a 
profit of $245—L.P.Calkins,N. Y. se 
$4500 IN 217 DAYS 


L. D. PAYNE, lowa, averaged 
$20.77 for 217 days. 
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on my nightgown, studied my young a 


'liness searchingly in the looking-glass. A 
‘sudden thought of old Mr. Gray crossed 
my mind. 
my nightgown, crept into bed, blew out 
the candle, 
my head. 

Every day a wider sea of silent bitter- 
| ness rolled between father and me. I had 
| arrived at a pitch when necessity knows no 
|law, and anywhere is a port in a storm. 
|I lived keyed up for the crisis due in a| 
fortnight, so that on Saturday, the holi- 
day of sports and the fair, a week after 
the visit of John Gray to father, casting 
about for some emotional safety-valve, | 
determined to borrow the pink frock and 
a set of silk underclothes. 


Very early in the morning I stole down | 


and pulled the clothes over | 


| 


‘and smuggled the frock and the pink silk | 


knickers from the shop. I folded them 
lovingly and hid both in my room. At 
midday I locked the door and put them on 
with delighted, trembling fingers. I was 
reckless of consequences; after all, what 
could father do to me? Nothing worse 
than give me to old Mr. Gray, and I had 
said openly death was preferable to that. 
I little knew to what lengths father was 
to go. 

I slipped downstairs like a fallen angel, 
shrouded in my raincoat. 
in the hall. 


I passed mother 


“What have you got on that coat for in | 


the middle of summer?” 
| apathetically. 


asked mother | 


“To—to keep my frock clean, mother. | 


Mr. Handcross promised me a ride down 
|to the river in his truck—he’s doing the 


refreshments—and I don’t want to get | 


crumpled,” I lied hastily. 

I ran eagerly along the passage and the | 
street door slammed behind me. On the 
river bank Mr. Handcross took care of the 


coat for me in his refreshment tent. I| 


shook out the skirt of my frock and the 
wings of my soul, and wandered into the 
sunshine, the silk of my underthings send- 
ing little delicious thrills over my skin. 

It is much, much better to be first in a 
little Iberian village than second in Rome! 
I knew myself the prettiest girl in the fair 
grounds, dressed in the prettiest frock. 
Young gentlemen far above my social 
standing gave me meaning glances; per- 
fectly reckless, being a victim and an out- 
law, I let the minister’s nephew, a second 
lieutenant in the navy, give me tea and hold 
my hand. He was very handsome, but im- 
permanent, so that when at sunset Dick 

‘Gray, in his best suit, arrived scowling 
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With a shiver I huddled on| 


Income 


N EN who have never made more than 

$40 a week have taken this amazing 
plan and made $6,000 a year. Not one 
man, but hundreds of men have quickly 
doubled and tripled their incomes, solely 
through this new plan. If you want $75 
or $90 a week—-year after year for life, with 
plenty of opportunity to make $10,000 a 
year—send now, today for the complete 
plan, FREE, 

Immediate Earnings 

We offer you work you'll like—immediate 
profits— large earnings— permanence—freedom— 
inspiring cooperation—and a wonderful future 
with a fast growing company. You can be your 
own boss, and devote as much time to this work 
as you please 

Now, Money-Making Plan 

We give you a plan that has proved successful 
in thousands of cases. It is worked out for you 
in every detail. It costs nothing, but it may be 
worth hundreds and thousands of dollars to you. 
Earnings start in immediately and grow larger, 
month by month and year by year. 

No Experience 

Just look at these records: J. W. Trantum, Conn., 
has already made as high as $167.25 a week, and he 
is just getting started. T. S. Gill, La., has already 
earned $600 in one month. DePries, $7,000 in one 
year. George, $10,000 a year. Hickey, Ont., made 
$148 in a single day. These are just a few of hun- 
dreds of cases. Simply follow the proved Fyr-Fyter 
plan and you, too, can make $3,000 to $6,000 the 


first year. 
$2,000,000 a Year 

Ours is the largest company of its kind in the 
world, with sales over $2,000,000 a year. We make 
portable fire fighting equipment for every type of 
building. Fyr-Fyters are approved by the Under- 
writers Laboratories nationally advertised, known 
the world over, and used by the largest companies 
in America Fyr-Fyter is the most perfect fire- 
killing device ever invented. It shoots hundreds 
of quarts of vapor from one quart of liquid. 


Millions of Prospects 

Millions want this protection. Only 5% of the 
market has been supplied. Everybody needs it— 
practically every factory, office, home, farm, store, 
institution etc.,—thousands in your own neighbor- 
hood. Fyr-Fyters cost but a few dollare—they sell 
fast. Just a few sales will make you $17 a day. 
Anyone can do it, with Fyr-Fyter's amazing plan. 
And quantity sales will often pay you $30 to $50 a day. 


Get This Free Plan 
Don't miss this lifetime opportunity. Send now 
for the full plan. It may be the turning point of your 
life. It may mean $5,000 to you the first year, as it 
has for many others. It costs nothing to mail the 
coupon but it may make a difference of $3,000 
a year in your income. Mail the coupon NOW. 


FYR-FYTER COMPANY, 
Devices approved by the 
Underwriters Laboratories, 


1357 Fyr-Fyter Bidg., Dayton, Ohio 


FYR-FYTER CO., 
1357 Fyr-Fyter Bidg., 
Dayton, Ohio. 


Send me your free book “Bullding A, Permanent In- 
come,"’ and the full plan. 
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Can You Fix It ? 


Repair any auto fault, learn how NOW. You can do it 
easily in this new simple way 

These FIVE Big Books are up to the minute on auto- 
mobile engineering subjects; chock full of little known 
facts about ynstruction, operation and repairs Elec- 


trie wiring treated in complete detail—illustrations and 
diagrams make everything clear and easily understood by 
anybody The most interesting and most practical set of 
books ever written on modern automobile engineering 
Whether you want to fit yourself for garage owner, repair 
expert or merely wish to know more about your car, you 
will realize the values of these splendidly bound volumes. 
This is the new 1926 Edition with 70 new and up-to-date 
wiring diagrams 


**NO MONEY’’ OFFER 


An amazing new plan of distribution brings these books 
to you for examination without one cent of payment to us. 
We don't ask a penny of you, but ship the books to you 
FREE Look them over— read them as much as you want 
to; note the splendid photographs and drawings and then 
if you decide you want them, send us $2.00, and en only 
$3.00 a month until only $24.80 is paid. That a 

nothing more to pay us. If you send NOW we will include 


Consulting Membership— FREE 


Yes, we actually give you a certificate of membership in 
the AME "RIC AN TECHNICAL SOCIETY which entitles 
you to free consultation on any subject related to Auto- 
mobile Engineering Eighteen specialized experts are at 
your disposal-—ready at any time to help you. With this 
library and this membership you ought to be able soon to 
know all there is to be known about autos Note In 
addition to all this, those who send now will be entitled to 
the services of our EMPLOYMENT DEPARTMENT 
without charge. We are in daily contact with firms all over 
the country who need good men and are willing to pay 
big This service costa you nothing Don't miss this 
special offer. Send now 


American Technical Society, 

Automobile Division A-7193, Chicago, Illinois 

You may send me your new complete Automobile Engi- 
neering library (1926 edition) 5 bie volumes bound tn flexo 
covers for ten days’ Free Examination. If satisfied, I will 
send you $2.00 then and $3.00 og month until the special 
low price of only $24.80 is paid, otherwise I will return 
them and owe you nothing 
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after prodigious athletic feats at the sports 
to lay his victories in the dust before me, 
I dismissed my lieutenant gently and stood 
with hands clasped behind my back, look- 
ing up into Dick’s face like a very good 
little girl indeed. 

“I want to kiss you, April,” announced 
Dick grimly. He looked round with hag- 
gard eyes for the necessary shelter. Every- 
where joyful crowds covered the land- 
scape 

“You can’t kiss me here,” I objected. 
fright fully crowded. Let’s go away. 
There’s the garage in the yard behind your 
father’s shop. Nobody would see us the re 
and we can stay a long time because it’s 
near home. I needn't go in till ten.” 

“Eleven, you mean. All right, come 
on. We shall have to dodge the back win- 
dow of the house or else father’ll see us. 
Anyway, it’s getting dark.” 

His eager feet hurrying beside my half- 
reluctant ones, we left the illuminated 
river bank with its flaring swings and 
colored lanterns. 


wi HIN the garage, Dick flung open 
the door of a delivery van, helped me 
on to the cushioned front seat and took me 
into his arms. 

“Now you shall pay me for going off 
with that officer fellow,” he said half- 
seriously, half in earnest. 

We did not hear old Mr. Gray, who 
had indeed seen us from the window of 
the house and telephoned to my father, 
creep up and turn the key silently in the 
lock. 1, suffering Dick’s crude and violent 
love-making, spun a web of dreams in my 
quick brain. Already the first honey of 
kisses had passed. I was comparing my 
second lieutenant with Dick. The lieu- 
tenant had certainly eclipsed Dick, and 
made me want better things than | was 
likely to find in a small country town. 
My quick perception already realized there 
was something finer, more spiritual than 
mere rustic love-making. Ten strokes 
from the church clock woke me to reality. 

“Oh, Dick, we must go. It’s awfully 
late. And look at my frock.” 

The tragedy of my borrowed glory, 
crumpled and creased beyond all hope, sank 
deep into my young mind. There would 
be a bitter reckoning for this play day. 
A muttered curse from Dick fell on my 
ears. He fumbled in vain with the 
door. 

“Some one’s locked it. We can’t get out. 
What on earth are we to do?” he ex- 
claimed fretfully. “A nice thing to be 
found here together in the morning. This 
is your doing, April!” 

“But I never locked it, and you wanted 
to come here, Dick!” I protested. 


UTSIDE old Mr. Gray and father, sit- 

ting smoking on a roller, must have 
heard the subdued creak of the door, and 
glanced at one another. Five minutes later 
Mr. Gray got up, walked slowly to the 
shed and unlocked the door with great de- 
liberation. He started back in affected 
horror at the sight of Dick and me, clearly 
silhouetted in the moonlight. 

“What's this? What are you doing 
here? Who's that girl with you? Not 
George Rogers’s daughter? God bless my 
soul! So it’s come to this, Dick, and 
with the daughter of my oldest friend. 
What have you to say for yourself?” 

He turned on father a shocked, pious 
face. 

“George, will you speak to your girl? 
She’s here with Dick, late at night, locked 
in my shed. Things look very black i 
deed.” 

Father drew close to me. Anger came 
easily to him; he would always rather 
blame than praise. But the pink frock 
flung down the scale against me. I was 
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hurting his pocketbook as well as his pride 

“You Jezebel!” he snarled. “What are 
you doing here at night with a young 
man? What are you doing in that dress? 
Must you add thieving to your sins? 
You're no daughter of mine. Here's an 
upright man; he’s asked you in marriage 
and this is how you repay him, by luring 
his son to destruction. What am I to 
say to him? How can I hide my shame in 
you?” 

John b te raised his hand. 

“No, George, the fault is my son’s. He's 
older than your girl. He knows my wishes, 
for I’ve made them plain. He chooses to 
defy me. You'd better go,” he went on, 
turning to Dick, who stood shame-faced 
and sulky. “I'll speak to you in the morn- 
ing when I’ve slept on this. Leave us.” 


UDDENLY Dick slunk away. He felt 
unutterably foolish, and that is purga- 
tory to young men. 

“Your father’s told you my hopes con- 
cerning you, Miss April,” went on old Mr. 
Gray more gently. “I don’t say this makes 
any difference. I believe it was just silli- 
ness. All I ask is that you'll not refuse 
this marriage I’ve set my heart on. I'll 
undertake that your father will forgive 
you, too. I’ve a great love for you that 
you'll realize more easily later on.” 

I saw him as he was, with desire in his 
eyes and covetousness in his heart, an old 
man longing for a young plaything, a de- 
spoiler of my youth. I stood straight and 
defiant in the moonlight and my voice rang 
with scorn. 

“You want me, but you'll never have 
me. I’d rather do anything —anything, you 
understand? Father can’t make me, no 
one can. I belong to myself and no one 
else. I won’t marry you, I hate you! I'll 
never speak to you again.” 

I paused, panting with emotion and a 
wild frenzy of independence. Then, in a 
reaction of terror, I fled home without 
looking back and shut myself in my room. 

Furtively, in sheer animal terror, I 
wrapped myself in my coat and sat huddled 
on a chair by the window. I dared not go 
to bed. I heard father return with heavy 
footsteps. His loud voice below filled me 
with new fear. I feared even physical 
violence not, as it proved, without reason. 


RESENTLY I heard the sound of feet 

on the stairs. The door opened to admit 
father. He turned, locked it and advanced 
toward me, in his hand the long, thin cane 
I dreaded in my childhood days. 

“You are disobedient and a thief,” he 
said in a low, terrible voice. “You be- 
have in a way that brings shame and dis- 
grace on me and your mother as well as 
on yourself. You defy me and you shall 
be disciplined. Take off that dress you 
stole.” 

We were alone; there was no one to 
help me; I felt sick with fright. Slowly 
I struggled out of my coat and pulled the 
pink organdy frock over my head. 

“Kneel down,” ordered my father. I 
knelt down. 

I heard a whistling noise and then came 
a terrible agony as the cane bit into my 
flesh through the thin silk of my under- 
clothes. I do not know how many times 
it rose and fell. I half fainted from pain. 
At last I was alone, sobbing miserably. 

After a time I dragged myself to my 
feet and bathed the red welts on my white 
skin. The house was very still, but to me 
the stillness brought no calm. I could not 
rest. Tomorrow, day after day, would 
bring new horrors, revilings, persuasions, 
punishments. I could not face it. I lacked 
confidence in my own will. One day, 
sooner or later, I should give before the 
storm, consent to be married to old Mr. 
Gray. 
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Tooth Brush 
Holder 


See how invitingly he holds 
the little hanger for the 
tooth brush. Children love 
to give daily care to their 
teeth with such a willing 
companion, Beautifully 
decorated and packed in 
Mother Goose box. Any 
number of yourlittle friends 
will be delighted with this 


gift. No. 5206 
Postpaid 


ONE OF 1000 POHLSON 
GIFTS—at all prices 


‘ Send for Gift Catalog. It is free, It will 
oF solve your gift problems. New ideas in 
Oh (ii# Gifts for all your family and friends. 


“es THE POHLSON GIFT SHOP 
Dept. 27-D PAWTUCKET, R. I. 


Write for free trial set—enough 
for 6 manicures—of Marrow’'s 
liquid nail polish and Trimoyl 
remove’ 
Sutting cuticle 
no longer nec- F 
cessary. Tri- ree 
moy! rids it of hard dry edges, 
of dead skin. Prevents han 
nails and keeps skin at base o 
nails smooth, even, soft nie | 
healthy. Marrow’s Liquid nail polish quickly gives your 
nails a brilliant lasting pink tint-lustre. pet on with buffer 
—not an enamel. It’s waterproof. Its oil base removes cor- 
rugation and corrects brittle nails. 
W; it While sold everywhere sample set of Marrow’s 
TICE will be sent free and prepaid. Send now and 
see how easily and quickly you can have beautiful lovely 
nails and make your hands more attractive than ever. 


MARROW’S, Dept. 1917 3037 N. Clark, Chicago 
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20 yds. or more to a bundle 
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saving 
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SHE REDUCED 


What a Relief! 


“Before I started usin 
Korein,”’ writes Mrs. Liemyer, “ 
weighed 204 pounds 

“Then I lost 66 pounds and I 
never gained it back. I look ten 
years younger, and everybody 
says I have a fine figure. I don't 
look like the same person. I feel 
so much better, too 

“I would much rather die 
than to get back that 66 pounds, 
but I never shall.” 

Men and women of all ages and : 
weights have used Korein. They seduotions 
from 10 to 70 pounds, easily, safely, genuinely. 

Korein is fully guaranteed and absolutely harmless. 
FR} at your drug store, or a testing sample will be sent 


worth double. 
your name 


to anyone wishing to improve health through 
reducing weight happily. Overcome danger- 
ous obesity, and become siender and younger looking. 


Fill out coupon, or write to 


KOREIN CO., E-488, Sta. L, New York 


Please send me Free Test of KOREIN. 


“No!” I cried aloud. “No! no! no!” 

Quietly, sweating with fear, I dragged 
on my raincoat, stole from my room, down 
the stairs, into the kitchen. Holding my 
breath to still a leaping heart, I unlocked 
the back door and crept out along the 
lane, stealing from shadow to shadow until 


| I found myself at the back of Mr. Gray's 


house, beneath Dick's window. Then I 
tlung pebble after pebble until the raised 
sash showed his astonished face. 

“Come down,” I breathed. “You must 
come down and hear what I've got to say. 
Oh, Dick, you must! I’m so alone, so 
helpless. Everybody's against me and I’m 
frightened. Do come!” 


TOW I know that he must have felt a 

man’s nausea at a woman’s gambling 

on her helplessness when she realizes he 

can do nothing. With a shrug of disgust 

he turned away, put on an overcoat and 
tiptced down into the moonlight. 

“You little fool,” he said in bitter fury. 


|“Go home. Haven't you done harm 
enough? Father'll kick me out in the! 
morning. Do you suppose you're worth 


being chucked into the gutter for? Why 
aren’t you in bed?” 

“T can’t!” I gasped. “I can’t go home. 
It’s father—he’s horrible, ghastly. He's 
beaten me. He'd give me to your father,” 
I shuddered. “Come away with me, Dick. 
We can get married later, somehow.” 

Over Dick’s face came man’s smug pro- 
priety peculiar to those circumstances 
w hen it is an advantage to him. 

“You're a bad girl,” he said solemnly. 
“IT really believe you are bad. You're try- 
ing to tempt me so that I'll be compro- 
mised and have to marry you. You're not 
dressed either, not decent. Go back home 
and td to do better. I’m ashamed of 
you! 

In the shelter of my room I dressed 
slowly, methodically in my best blue coat 
and skirt. To the pink frock I pinned 
this briefest of farewell notes: “I’ve gone. 
I shall not come back. Don't try and find 
me.—April.” Then, taking my entire sav- 
ings, barely twenty-five dollars, I started 
to walk to the railway junction, four miles 


away. There was an early train to New 
York at 5:10 a. m. And in New York 
there lived my one relative likely to 


sympathize, my mother’s sister, widow of 
a traveling salesman, keeper of a cheap 
bearding-house, who hated my father. 

I tramped on automatically, my heart one 
dull, sick despair, my bruised thighs aching. 
But as the distance lengthened between 
me and home, life came into my step, my 
chin lifted insensibly. Youth is so easily 
intoxicated with the wine of adventure. 

At the station the agent whistled cheer- 
fully. He helped me on the train and 
waved as it left. 

I leaned out of the car window and 
sighed. A hush brooded over the earth; 
in the east a pink flush stained the fleecy 
clouds. I filled my lungs with the sweet 
morning air and was no longer afraid of 
the terror by night. Instead, I laughed 
softly, and in sudden promise of victory 
the risen sun flung a golden pathway 
across the blue desert of the sky. 


April is rapidly growing up and her affairs 
of the heart can no longer be of the girl 
and boy petting-party variety. Love, real 
love, is coming to her and the struggle to 
keep poised and safe must become more 
strenuous—bitterer and more beautiful. 
The second episode in this searching con- 
fession will appear in Smart Set for 
November. 

131 


Alice Higgie, a 13-year-old Chicago girl, makes 

.00 a week in vaudeville. Her musical act is 
constantly in demand for clubs, lodges, hotels, 
radio studios and pe entertainments. For 
a 15-minute act she receives $15.00—a@ dollar a 
minute! Read what she says—“‘Playing a musi- 
cal instrument is lots of fun. I wish everybody 
knew how fod it is and how quickly you can 
learn, especially with Wurlitzer instru _ 
they are so easy to play.”—Alice Higgie. 


Free Trial— Easy Payments 


You may now have any Wurlitzer instrument 
for an ample free trial in your own home. Examine 
the instrument, note the fine workmanship, the 
full, rich tone value and especially how easy it 
is to play. No obligation to buy—no expense for 
the trial. We make this liberal offer because we 
want you to try for yourself a genuine Wur- 
litzer instrument, the result of 200 years’ experi- 
ence in musical instrument building. 


Easy payments are arranged to suit your con- 
venience. Thisisyyour opportunity to try a fam- 
ous Wurlitzer instrument in your own home. 


Free Book 


Lllustrates and 


ticles, many of them shown in full 
colors. All genuine Worlitzer instru- 
ments—buy direct from Wurlitzer 
and save m Si al 
offers on comp ete outfits. 
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Sensational 
Typewriter 
Offer 


The World’s Only 
Ball Bearing Typewriter | 


NEVER has there been such a typewriter bar- 
gain on as easy terms! A genuine Silent Ball 
Bearing L. C. Smith at a 40°], saving! 


Only the L. C. Smith has all A700 
these features: Bali bearings 
(636 of them) at all points of te 
wear. All the writing visible all 

a-color ribbon. All the latest 

operating conveniences. Beau- 

tilul—re-newed. Easiest running, longest wearing of 
typewriters 

Money cannot buy a better typewriter. Recognized 
for 20 years as the finest typewriter made. U., 
Government bought 50,000. The choice of railroads, 
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the time to buy $3 worth of extras free. Send 


the time. Non-shift carriage, 
GUARANTEED 5 YEARS 

cause of its exclusive ball bearing feature. 

turns out No one will urge you to buy; type- 
coupon now before offer is withdrawn. 
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Ship me the L. C. Smith F. 0. B. Chicago. On arrival 
I'll deposit $3 with ) eee agent. If I keep machine, 
I'll send you $5 month until the $66.70 balance 
of special $69.70 antes is paid; the title to remain in 
you until then. I am to have 10 days to try the type- 
writer. If I decide not to keep it, I will repack and 
return to express agent, who will return my $3. You are 
to give your standard 5-year guarantee. 
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ESTABLISHED 1894 Sent FREE 
Extra Discount to Teachers, Dressmakers 
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Jealous Love 


[Continued from page 53] 


had gone to high = school with both. 
\lthough never bosom friends, we three 
had played basket-bal! together, and attend 
ed many school affairs. Later, when I 
came home from the convent, my family 
pride could not tolerate their high airs and 
I made no effort to cultivate them socially. 

But, now they were talking to a man | 
wanted to be with. So, I chose to forget 
there was a coolness between us. The 
young man stepped aside so that | might 
speak to them. Of course, he recognized 
me as the girl of the balcony, but naturally 
waited for an introduction under the cir- 
cumstances. 


URIEL and Mabel didn’t answer my 

greeting. They contented themselves 
| with barely bowing and looking the other 
way. I suddenly felt on fire with embar- 
rassment. My limbs quaked. Somehow | 
managed to control them enough to move 
away, conscious all the time that I was 
| slinking off like an unwanted thing. 

Once in the crowd I shambled toward 
the Bay, miserable with mortification. 

felt a degradation that seemed unbearable 
then, and a wild impulse to drown myself 
swept over me as I reached the sea-wall 
that girts our Bay. But, my mood suddenly 
|changed. For in the sun countries we 
| swing from indolence to violence; and from 
| love to hate with all of the swiftness of 
lightning. 
| <A feverish desire to strike back at those 
| two girls who had humiliated me turned my 
blood into liquid fire. The voices of dead 
d’Acostas seemed to be saying that I, 
Anita d’Acosta,. must punish insult and not 
run away from it. Then and there I| hotly 
swore revenge. 

“TH—I'll make Muriel Appleton pay for 
what she did! I'll go to her home and 
teach her to insult me before a strange 
man,” I blurted, fears arising as to what 
the handsome stranger must think after 
seeing me so deliberately humiliated I 
might be worse than poison judging by the 
| way they had ignored me. 

A half-wild sort of cry bursting through 
my lips, I got up and hurried away to 

Muriel’s house, bent on revenge. Lights 
gleamed within the Appleton mansion. A 
man in livery admitted me. He must have 
| thought I was expected because he ushered 
|me, flushed and palpitating, into a beauti- 
| ful music room where I found Muriel 
alone. Her surprise, or rather shock, was 
very obvious. She got up and faced me, 
cold inquiry glinting from her blue eyes. 

“Why did you snub me in the Plaza?” 
I demanded. 


H!” SHE exclaimed, comprehending 
the visit. Her eyes narrowed. She 
drew her slim little body up in the air. 
But, she couldn't scare me that way. 
“Oh! Is that all you’ve got to say?” 
“What else do you want me to say?” 
she asked curtly. 
took a step closer, my hands shaking 
| with suppressed fury. . But, for the mo- 
ment words took the place of violence. 
“We went to school together. I never 
|}accepted you as a social equal but I came 
back from the convent to find your head 
up in the air because your father made a 
fortune in a hotel. Muriel Appleton, I 
| don’t need your smiles, or friendship. 
You're only a newcomer—a money-flash !” 
| She shrank back out of reach, her face 
| white with what I thought was fear. How- 
ever, it was fury of the kind that wemen 
|from northern countries know. Her lips 
ltwisted into an ugly sneer. 
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“Only a newcomer, am | Only a money- 


flash? That's fine talk from a nobody who 
thinks she’s a fine somebody. As if I 
didn’t see through your little game in the 
Plaza. You wanted an introduction to 


Everett Stapleton. That's the only chance 
you'd ever have of meeting him the right 
way. Your kind can’t meet men like 
Stapleton in St \ugustine -you—you're 
nothing but a Minorcan ‘ 

Muriei Appleton must have realized she 
had wounded me to the core. For she 
rushed at me as the sell rush at the 
stricken. But, without using her hands. 
She just let fly with words... 

“You fool, to dare come here like this 
and upbraid me. Now you know why we 
hold our heads up at your kind, why we 
laugh at your pride. 3ah! You're no- 
body! Never again come near me, and— 
I warn you, if you ever try to force your- 
self on Everett Stapleton, I'll tell him the 
truth about you,—that you're a Minorcan; 
a girl who can't be sure of her own 
folks—” she threatened. 


LEFT the Appleton house stunned, and 

was still in a daze upon reaching home. 
A light burned in our library, Mother was 
still reading ! I stole up the rear steps. 
Once safe in my own room I flung myself 
across the bed and cried, a feeling of 
nausea overwhelming me because Muriel 
Appleton and her friends looked upon me 
as a Minorcan. 

Almost any one can believe in romance 
at sunset time, and weave dreams free of 
shadows. Perhaps that was why I fell 
more surely in love with Everett Staple- 
ton the next afternoon as we sat on the 
ramparts of old Fort Marion, and watched 
the sun go down. 

“Those clouds yonder, the ones banked 
above the pines, m‘ght easily be the hills 
of Spain. And this,” he lifted my hand 
to indicate the ancient fortress, “your 
castle over there in the land of your people. 
And you—oh!” he laughed soitly over his 
whimsy. But his brown eyes were not 
laughing for his fancies had made them 
more wistful than ever. ‘“Well—of course 
you're the beautiful princess——” 

“And you? You are the handsome 
young Prince Charming from the far- 
away,” I smiled, a new kind of happiness 
in my heart; happiness that seemed to lift 
me toward the soaring colors of sunset 
skies. Is it not always that way when love 
first comes ? 

“Me? Oh, no—I'm not the Prince chap 
at all. I’m just the wanderer, just the 
Mister Nobody. I—I sort of wish I were 
the Prince chap sometimes,” his words, and 
his voice brought a little catch to my throat. 
Tmpulsively I pressed his fingers, and at 
the touch our glances met, and held until 
I saw him through a fine, warm mist. 

The plaza was still bathed in the after- 
glow of sunset when we reached it. There 
we were to part. I was afraid for him to 
accompany me further. My mother might 
find out! 


OMORROW at the same time... 
You will be there—Anita?” he asked 
using my name for the first time. 

“Yes—Everett—” I said, my voice drop- 
ping to a whisper over his, “I'll be——’ 

yood evening, Mr. Stapleton,” inter- 
rupted Muriel Appleton. 

My heart was in my mouth as I turned 
my back upon the passing speaker. Vaguely 
I heard him speak to her, vaguely I heard 
my enemy's footsteps echoing down the 
street while fear tugged at my heart. She 
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| had caught me! Would she dare carry out 


her threat. And, if she did? 


“Good-by, Anita,” he said, taking my | 


hand. 


“Good-by,” I answered, lifting my eyes 


to his. A long look and I went away, my | 


bosom conscious of an agitation it had 
never before experienced. 

Sleep did not come easily that night. 
And when it did there were violent 


awakenings from dreams in which I be- 


held an eternal procession of Muriel 
Appletons, Everett Stapletons, and gleam- 


| ing poniards such as the one that hung 
| upon my wall. 


HE southern sun had dropped behind 
the western horizon of sky and pines. 


| Twilight was invading Fort Marion like 


a gray ghost. 

I stood on the parapet waiting for 
Everett Stapleton! He was already an 
hour late! Apprehension gnawed at me. 
It became like acid eating into my heart. 
Suddenly the dimness seemed to fill with 
mocking, taunting, faces. They were 
golden faces; faces of Muriel Appleton! 

My fear leaped into flaming knowledge. 
Muriel Appleton had executed her threat! 
She had told Everett Stapleton the ugly 
story of shadow; had made him believe the 
worst. For a terrible moment I felt as if 
life were ending in the crash of a dream 
that had just begun to fill my heart. 

Then the reaction came. It was swifter 
and more impulsively violent than the hur- 
ricanes that burst out of fair skies in the 
Caribbean. 

The poniard! Muriel Appleton would 
pay its sharp little price! She would know 


| something of the body torture that my 


heart and soul were suffering! She would 
know what it meant to steal a d’Acosta’s 
lover by ugly lies! 

It was eight o’clock when I telphoned 
Muriel Appleton. 

“T must see you directly. If you do not 
come here at once, I will go to your house, 
and you will regret it,” I warned. 

“Don’t be absurd—I am having a bridge 
party 

“Are you coming, or not?” I snapped, 
gripping the little poniard tighter in my 
free hand. There was silence. 

“Oh! If you insist upon making another 
scene, I'll come. But I think you are out 
of your mind,” she said. 

A half an hour later Muriel Appleton 
knocked at our door. A fever inflamed 
me as I went to admit her. Something red 
was swimming in front of my eyes. My 
voice seemed trapped by anger. But, some 
kind of strange sound burst from my lips 
when I opened the door and beheld Everett 
Stapleton with the girl 1 meant to harm. 

“Mr. Stapleton was playing bridge at 
my house. I asked him to escort me here— 
to this high-handed sort of affair. It’s 


| quite an annoying way of having to buy 


you off from making another scene in my 
own home. But—well, what did you drag 
me here for?” demanded Muriel. 

My voice returned for the moment. 
“You'll soon find out. Mr. Stapleton may 
remain here in the hall. I want you in the 
library. Come!” 

I shut the door behind me in the library, 
and walked over to where Muriel stood re- 
garding me with cold curiosity. She had 
her nerve about her even under such cir- 
cumstances. The light was very dim in 
the room. But she saw my hand make a 
gesture toward a shadow shrouded table. 
She saw me pick up the poniard. 

“You told him about what you, and 


your—your kind think about me. Muriel 
| Address 


Appleton, it’s a lie, and you’re going to pay 


| for it.” 
A scream of terror split the silence as the | 


poniard flashed and I sprang at her. In 
some manner the girl managed to kick a 
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| keep my anxieties to myself. 


| chair in my way. Then she tried to escape 
| by running toward the door. However, I | 
leaped over the chair and grasped her arm. 
| Muriel’s strength was no match for mine 
'and I dragged her close, the little dagger 
flashing for a downward stroke 
pretty face that could sneer so hard. 
Squirming desperately, the girl wriggled 
in such a way that my blow would only 
have grazed her. I did not want to graze 
her skin. I wanted to disfigure her face— 
hurt her forever. So I held back the 
poniard’s slash for the moment, trying to 
| force Muriel’s face around. 
The weapon was coming 


down to 


my right arm like a bolt of lightning. I 
| turned like an animal at bay, still gripping 


the poniard. Everett Stapleton, white- 
faced in the dim room, 
He was reaching to force the poniard from 
my hand He had rushed to the rescue 
of Muriel Appleton! He had come to save 
her because he loved her! 

Madness burned in my brain at 
thought. I whipped back my arm, and 
struck at him with the little dagger. He 
was not quick enough. The poniard ripped 
through his coat sleeve and stuck deep into 
his flesh! 


HE 


awakening 


this 


next thing I remember was my 
in a little white hospital 
room. I called for my mother feebly. 
She came to the bedside immediately, 
bending over me anxiously, 

“Gratias Dios!” she murmured, covering 
my mouth tenderly with her hand as 1 
started to ask her the meaning of every- 
thing. In that bewildering moment all of 
the past was lost to me in a confusion of 
jumbling memories . “Sssh—cara mia. 
It is enough that at last you know me 
after these three terrible days. The doctor 
says you are not to talk. 
victim of some awful shock, and must first 
compose yourself by absolute quiet.” 

And so began three days of enforced 
silence. In those long hours during which 
I sensed that I was being watched by un- 
seen eyes—for mother and the nurses and 
doctor only came in at specified times, re- 
fusing to talk and went out if I made an 
effort to talk—everything came back to me. 

On the fourth morning I awakened from 


a nightmare in which I dreamed that 


Everett had died as a result of poison | 
which developed from the poniard stab. | 


After that it was no longer bearable to 
I called the 
nurse, demanding mother at once. 

I was gazing at the white and green 
picture Anastasia Island made across the 
Bay in the flood of golden morning sun- 
light when mother came out. I turned 
upon her eagerly: 

“Mother, I’ve stood this uncertainty as 
long as I could. Tell me what hap——’” 

“Ssh, Anita, do not excite yourself too |" 
much. I will tell you everything, cara mia, 
she said, then paused abruptly. Her beauti- 
ful hands flew to her face; her voice came 
to me beseechingly : “Oh! Anita, all that 
has happened is my fault. I’m to blame 
for what you did to him and——” 
n= HAT are you saying, mother?” I 

cut in. 
“You were delirious when I came home 
that night from the card party. You 
babbled everything that was in your heart. 
You told why you had brought Muriel fo 
the house—how you turned on him——” 

“But, what about him, mother Did I 
hurt him terribly? Oh! It is such torture 
here to think that I made him suffer——” 

“Anita, you did wound him badly. 
He is here at the hospital. But, he has told 
no one the truth, and is mending nicely.” 

“Gratias Dios,” I murmured, relieved to 
know he was recovering. “But you say 
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against a | 


its | 
|ugly work when sharp pain shot through | 


towered above me. | 


You were the} 


BANISH GREY HAIR 


Wm. J. Brandt’s 
Liquid 


EAU DE 
HENNA 


Hair Color + 


Restorer 


i 


covers the grey, and restores the color to grey, faded, 
bleached, or streaky hair, leaving it Soft, Gle ssy and 
Natural. 

Works so well no one will know the color has 
been restored. Covers ALL the grey; covers ANY 
grey, no matter how stubborn or how caused. 

Joes not interfere with permanent waving. 

Eau de Henna two liquids, > application. 
It colors at once. No mess. No pack. Does not 
shade off reddish as with many powdered Hennas. 


ANY ONE CAN PUT IT ON 
No experience necessary. Will not rub off. Not 
affected by sea bathing, sun, shampooing, or per- 
manent waving. Will withstand tropical climates, 


Wonderful For Touching Up 


You can put it on just where it is needed. Can 
be used where powdered henna dyes have been 


1s 


used. The shades blend in beautifully. Can be 
used over other hair dyes or restorers. Directions 
in English and Spanish 

Eau de Henna comes in colors: Black, dark 
brown, medium brown, light brown, drab, blond, 
auburn. Price postpaid $2.50 or C. O. D. $2.72. 


State color desired. 
Order through your Druggist, Department Store 
or Beauty Parlor, or direct from us. 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. 93M, 112 East 23rd St., New York 


Men as well as women can use Eau de Henna to advantage. 


Fred Frankel, Ilis., writes: “/earned 
$110 first week selling Cariton Shirts 
direct to consumer.” You cantoo. No 
or experience required. We pay 25 
cash commissions daily and big 


WRITE “FoR FREE SAMPLES 
CARLTON MILiSB, Inc Shirt Mfrs. 
114 Fifth Ave., Dept. 104-B, New York 


THE SHADE PARIS 1S PAVING ABOUT 


PHANTOM REDLIPSTICK 


A wonderful color, blending per- 
fectly—new, beautiful and water- 
proof. Phantom-like in its ap- 

| plication, natural in its effect 

| Gives the elusive touch of 

| beauty, all women crave. Soft 
as velvet. Regular size $1— 
Junior, 50c. 

12c 


in a gold case. Send this adv. 

CARLYLE LABORATORIES 
M30 Church St., N. Y. C. 

—— 


CHICAGO’ TIRE & 


3100 S. Michiean Ave. 


4 
Money- Making 
Tools 
N 
OB Get 
Z Yours \ 
we | Free | 
rg. 
| 
Charge! / 
$100 aweek 
Selling Shirts 
Mary 
fl SEND YOU 
and axe giving 
i Before After a if YOU RUN NO RISK 
4 | Tire Tobe | Size Tire Tube 
«$9.25 $1.50 6.25 3.00 
|] | 
| 3334 5.45 2.50 7.50 3.58 
: 4x4 5.75 285 7.75 3.75 
ae 4% 6.00 2.95 5.45 2.75 
ae BBER CO. 
CHIC HCO 


1000 6,000 to 12,000 MILES 


No FREE/ 
tape to this 


offer. You get 

a $1000 auto 
accident policy 
Free with every 
order of 2 tiresand 
2 brand new tubes, 


NEW NET LOW PRICES \ 
Size Tires Tubes Size Tire 
30x38 $3.256$1.50 33x4% $6.25$ 
30x3% 3.66 1.75 34x4% 6.50 
32x3% 3.96 35x4% 7.00 
36x4% 7.26 
33x5 7.50 
35x5 7.76 
37x5 8.26 
32x4% 6.00 29x4.405.46 
Buy Now! You take no chance. 
Our Guarantee Protects You! 
EAGLE TIRE & RUBBER COMPAN 


Dept. 2042 
(3446 Michigan Ave. Chicago, Ul. 


rice. Send only $2. 
for each tire ordered, 
balanceon de- 


jal offer open 
stupios. 1 
3601 Michigan Ave., S.A. 


Learn to play piano by ear Our 
Scientific method teaches you to play 
all the latest waltzes, ballads, fox-trots, 
jazz; in ONLY FOUR MONTHS. 
Without music, entirely by sound 
Simply hum the tune and play it 
— & ms of an artist. Correct hass always. Endorsed by 
perts md for Booklet D HAEUSLEE HARMONY 
412 Lafayette Street, Newark, XN. 


Carrying Case FREE 3 ft. Telescope, 


awa: 


NO TALENT REQUIRED 


over 3 tt. 
brass bound 
lenses. Use 
entertaining. 


pal 

see mountains 
todays sa REE Corrine 


3324 WN. Dept. 1917, 


RING WATCH 
FREE 


set wit 
arkiing Reproduction Dis- 
ich engraved Platioum ef- 
fect i Blue synthetic Sapphire Crown 
Jewel, Secret mirror and rouge 
compact under dial, This remarka- 
ble Watch Ring given FREE for seil- 
ing only 12 large bottles of our Liquid 
Perfume at 15c a bottle. Write today. 

COLUMBIA NOVELTY 

Dept. T-98, _ Sant Bost 


sp 


Removes Dandruff Stops Hair Falling 
Restores Color and 
Beauty to Gray and Faded Hair 

nd $1.00 at druggists. 
Hiseox C ne m. Works, Patchogue. N. ¥. 


H I AS DERCO R NS Removes Corns, Callouses, 
ete., stops all pain, ensures comfort to the feet, makes 
walking easy. 15 cents by mail or at Druggista 
Hiscox Chemical Works, Patchogue, N. Y. 


$141 to $275 MONTH 
MAIL CARRIERS 


FRANKLIN 
(City or Rural) ra INSTITUTE 
Steady—common ¢ Dept. A323 
education suffici- Rochester, 
ent. Bigchance ¢ New York 
for men, 18 up. to me, 

SHARGE, 
how to get 

a position as Mail Car- 
rier or Post es lerk and 


you are to blame for all that happened, 
and you have not told me, mother——” 

“You have not let me. ‘Anita, I learned 
you were meeting this man clandestinely. 
Never mind how. St. Augustine is small. 
People see and talk. I sent him a note 
saying you could never meet him again, 
and signed your name. Mio Dios! It kept 
him away from the fort that day and you 
thought Muriel 

“Ah! I see now. Then it was not be- 
cause she told him a lie about my being a 
Minorcan——” 

“No, it was because of my note. Ah, 
cara mia, I’m so sorry!” 

“I’m so—so glad—so happy, 
blurted. 

1 went home with mother and the night 
of the third day found me on my little 
white balcony. 
one in which romance had first come to me 
in the person of Everett Stapleton. 

The little twisting street was empty of 
motion or sound. Suddenly I could not 
bear to look down into it any longer. My 
eyes turned away and fell upon the Bay. 
The moon had made a path of silver upon 
the water. I thought of our pretty legend 
that the moonpath led to Spain. “Spain!” 
I thought. “That was what he first said 
about me; that I was all the romance and 
beauty of Spain that he loved—Spain! It 
will always make me think of him—always 
make me know I love him.” 


mother,” I 


TEPS in the street below. Swift steps. 

My heart began to beat furiously. Some- 
times we know things before we look. I 
knew! It was Everett Stapleton. 

“They just let me out of the hospital 
tonight,” he began indicating his bandaged 
arm, “and I came here directly, hoping to 
see you-—” 

“Why do you wish to see me,” I said 
hardly able to control my voice. 

“Because I’ve wanted to see you more 
than anything, or anybody in the world 
ever since that night 

“But, why?” I insisted, feeling that I 
must hear him tell me what my heart 
ached to hear. 

“Anita, won’t you let me come in and 
see you—just to tell you one thing—why | 
stopped you.” 

A whisper reached me from my room: 

“See him, cara mia.” 

My mother! 

I asked Everett Stapleton to come to the 
front veranda that was hidden from the 
street by a vine thatched wall. In my 
doorway I paused before mother. 

“T heard him talking and I came here. 
Something told me in my heart, Anita, that 
—oh! go down and see what he says.” 

We met on the veranda where it seemed 
we were cloistered from all the world. He 
began to speak. I felt flushed as if a hot 
wind were sweeping over me: 

“Anita, I stopped you from hurting her 
becaus ou run 
the risk of being arrested for wounding or 
killing her. Don’t you understand, Anita? 
I—I wanted to keep you out of trouble. 
They might have imprisoned you if you 
had really harmed her. If—if you're going 
to be anybody’s prisoner I wanted to save 
you to be—mine,” he said, smiling ever so 
wistfully. 

“But—she came to see you every day 
afterwards. You were together all the 
time. You've changed since that night—” 

“She came because I was all alone there, 
and—and she felt grateful to me because 
she thought I'd saved her life——” 

Something burned in my eyes; in my 
throat and in my breast. I suddenly bent 
down and kissed his bandaged’ arm, my 
tears making little spots against the white 
cloth. Then his free hand lifted my face 
up. to his! 


It was a night such as the | 


N E W. 


Invention 
for seekers of 


at last are ready for youl 
If you want more health 
—greater power to enjoy 
the pleasures and de- 
lights about you, or if 
more heauty is rome de- 
sire—write! Ask for the 
book on these inventions 
which has just been pre- 
pared. It will be sent to 
you without cost. It tells 
how Elco Health 
nerators aid you in 
leaving the lethargy and 
hopelessness id 
health and weakness be- 
hind forever. Re-vitalize 
yourself, ging back en- 
ergy. olly alive 
Write today! 


10 Days FREE Phew 
Write for FREE Book. 


These great new inventions 
generate Violet Ray, Vibra- 
tion, Electricity and Ozone 


=F ee eTrial 
They pre on the electric light in your home or on 
their own motive power at less than 60 cents per a. 
Elco Health Generators are positively the te Elec. 
struments which can give you in one | 
tricity, Violet Ray—Vibration and Ozone— 


All These: 
Paralysis 


he Free Book NOW | 


Mail Coupon 
for Free Book 


De not ot pot th this s paper down with- 


y. You owe it to your- 


omen. 
fe—not just 


another 
coupon wih Br Bring the 
gTeat new inventions. Do it today—new. 


umm Lindstrom & Company 
20-67, Chicago 


30 West Lake St., Dept. 


Please send me your free book, ““Health— th—Power— 
Bees “Sod fell information ef your 10-day Free 
ri 


| ‘Great 
GUARANTEE! | 
Every, tive | 
for all cont 
ea 
| 
\\ 4 eauty 
LARS), / } Elco Health Generators 
Learn | 
HOME 
— $3000 te $10,000 a4 year. Prepare quickly dur- n~ 
mg spere time. Also earn while you learn. New easy ; 
method. Nothing else like it. Send atonce for free 
in Modern Photography” and 
InTE 
Dept 2067 
j ENTIRELY DIFFERENT 
GENUINE!! 
Electric Health 
FERRY & 
SES. 278 
= | \ Asthma Falling Hair 
\ Biack Heads Headache 
| Power 
ky | seif to a better man or 
: for reg. throw = 
whole story of these 
| 
{ | 
men 
135 


Are You Ever 
Ashamed of 
Your English? 


O YOU say. “who” when you 
should say “whom”? Do you say 

“between you and I” instead of “be- 
tween you and me”? Do you mis- 
pronounce common words in your 
speech or use them incorrectly when 
you writeP 

Many a man has been held down 

all his life and suffered untold 

embarrassment because of mis- 

takes in English. 
You do not need to make these mis- 
takes any longer. Right at home, in 
spare time, in the privacy of your own 
room, you can make up the education 
you missed in the days that you should 
have been at school. 

The International Correspon- 

dence Schools will teach you, just 

as they have taught thousands of 

other men, by a simple new 

method which shows you in- 

Stinctively which word to use 

and how to use it. 


Mail the coupon to-day 
for free booklet 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6251-G, Scranton, Penna. 

Without cost or obligation on my part, please tell me 
how I can qualify for the position or in the subject before 
which I have marked an X 


BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 


ENGLISH 


Business Management )Salesmanship 
Industrial Management }French 
Personnel Organization J Advertising 

Management )Better Letters 

C) Business Law [)Show Card Lettering 

Banking and Banking Lay [)Stenography and Typing 
} Accountancy (including ¢ "P.A.)| Civil Service 
Nicholson Cost Accounting ()Rallway Mail Clerk 

_) Box skkeep ping [JCommon School Subjects 
Private Secretary High School Subjects 
Spanish Illustrating 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 

Electrical Engineering Architect 
Electric Lighting ]Blue Print Reading 


]Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
L)Conerete Builder 


Mechanical Engineer 
Mec hanical Draftsman 
‘)Machine Shop Practice 


}Railroad Positions Structural Engineer 

Gas Eng ne Operating [Chemistry Pharmacy 

jCivil Engineer ChAutomobile Work 
Surveying and Mapping L) Airplane Engi 


Metallurgy () Mining Agriculture an Poultry 
(JSteam Engineering Badio 


Name 
Street 

city . 


Occupation 
Persona residing in Canada should cond thie coupon to the 
International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, 
Montreal, Canade 
THE LATEST NOVELTY 50c. Per Book 
Each book contains 50 perfect little name cards, size 
1%jx%4.in genuine leather case Choice 
black, tan, green or A perfect 
name card Nan 1 English type. 
Price complet 50x Send stamps, coin 
or money order Satisfaction guaranteed 
igents Wanted 


w money refunded 


MIDGET CARD SHOP 
6 S. Second Street 


Harrisburg, Pa. 


ORANGE BLOSSOM 
BOK: KA Perfume and tace Powder 
FROM FLORIDA—the land of 
the Orange Blossom —the bridal 
’ ne the delightful Bo- 
\ Kay arations Dain tily 


Blossom Frag ance 
e of Perfume, and 
t of Fa P wder 2 
apecify White “Flesh or 5 
Brunette Cc 
BO-KAY PERFUME COMPANY 
Dept.S, Bo-Kav Bide.. Jacksonville. Fla 


[ Continued 


the first grown man, mother had allowed 
me to go about with. I met him during the 
last months of the war when both he and I 
were in a highly over-wrought condition. 
He was a dark, good-looking, young man 
—and I went absolutely mad over him. 
Ten days aiter our first meeting we were 
married. On the night of my wedding I 
cried myself to sleep, a bitterly disappointed 
and disillusioned person. 


ET, at first, things went pretty well with 

our marriage. The glamor of “being 
married” carried us through the early 
months. The War came to an end and, along 
with the rest of the world, we felt sure that 
there was a good time ahead. Maurice 
had saved a certain amount of his pay 
and we were able to afford a prettily 
furnished flat. I didn’t even mind partic- 
ularly when he asked me to give up the 
stage, for in one way and another | 
had plenty to occupy myself with. 

In spite of my disappointment I had 
made up my mind to stand firmly by my 
bargain. I had pride (or was it obstinacy ?) 
and would not admit my mistake. 

For a while the spell worked. But as 
the year 1919 passed, the flags of victory 
began to fade and it became obvious that 
the millennium was still a long way off 
Maurice’s wartime pay was used up. He 
had to exchange his uniform-coat, with 
its bright patch of medal-ribbons, for a 
dark office-suit and go every day to work. 
We were poor people now—and I had to 
learn to economize. 

If a man and a woman truly love each 
other, if spiritually they are well-mated, 
there is no hardship on earth that they will 
not endure for the sake of each other. But 
it was poor tun tor me, tramping the streets 
after special bargains for a man who, as 
far as true comradeship went, might have 
been worlds apart from me. That was 
what I had to do. The mental distance 
between us was the snag upon which our 
marriage finally foundered. We were dif- 
ferent sorts of people. 

In the end | asked him if I a go back 
to the stage. Before marriage I had been 
desperately ambitious and thought now that 
at least it would something to occupy 
my interests—as well as provide a welcome 
addition to our income. Maurice flatly re 
fused my request. I don’t to this day know 
why—except that I suspect he was jealous 
of my profession. He realized that I was 
unhappy with him and could not bear the 
thought that I should be happy with others 

In this fashion five years passed. We fell 
into a rut, the dull and dreadful rut of all 
unhappily married people who are con- 
stantly on each other’s nerves but who 
avoid a flare-up for the sake of peace and 
outward appearances. 

I say that I could not tolerate the dull 
ness and the sham of life with him. The 
other answer is, of course, that I did not 
love him and never had loved him. When 
a woman comes to the cross-roads as 
did, she must follow her heart. Yet, even 
despite our failure, Maurice and I might 
have dragged along together forever—if it 
had not been for the coming of Roger. 

Maurice had run across Roger in the 
newspaper world—and spoke of him to me 
as a clever boy who at the age of twenty- 
three had already carved out a successful 
career as a writer of short stories. Such 
enthusiasm was rare in my husband, and 
from the first I felt curious about Roger. 
I met him at last one evening when I had 
gone to call for Maurice at his office and, 
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I Left My Husband 


from page 45] 


as our eyes met across the introduction, | 
knew that Roger Martin was going to 
mean a great deai in my life. 

The main thing that | felt about Roger 
was that he understood little too much, 
almost, for I suspected with a sudden rush 
of shame that his keen and lively eyes 
were reading through our pathetic pre- 
tense of married bliss! I don’t think that 
| loved him at first sight but I did like 
him, and wanted him to like me. 

We met again several times. One day in 
front of Maurice (for he was engagingly 
naive about such things) Roger asked if I 
might go to the theater with him, to see a 
show for which he had a couple of tickets. 
Maurice didn’t care if another man took 
me out—that was the trouble, he never did 
mind either way, he simply wasn’t inter- 
ested. As for me, I eagerly accepted the 
invitation. I went out so seldom those 
days. 


ENJOYED that show. It was a new 

revue, the talk of the town, and I took 
particular pains to make myself look as 
nice as possible for the occasion. I felt 
that Roger would care how I looked. 

The evening. was wonderful. It passed 
all to quickly. We dined together, laugh- 
ing and chattering like two children let out 
of school. It was a new experience to be 
with -some one who was anxious to hear 
what | thought about things and delighted 
when my likes and dislikes coincided with 
his own. After the show he drove me 
home to the flat. As we sat side by side 
in the car, he turned suddenly to me and 
said: 

“You're not happy !” 

It was a surprising turn to the con- 
versation, and one that I did my best to 
laugh away, for it had dragged me back 
abruptly from the happiness of the evening 
to the realities of my married life. 

“No,” he went on seriously, “you're not 
a bit happy, and what's more, you're not 
really very much good at pretending that 
you are!” 

“What does it matter?” I answered. 

“It wouldn't matter to me I suppose if 
you were just an ordinary person. But 
you're something more, my dear. I can 
see how things are between you ‘and 
Maurice. Won't you let me help you? I 
could take you out sometimes, lend you 
books, all sorts of things!” 

“Why should you think that I’m not 
happy?” I asked. “Maurice and I are very 
happily married. He doesn't take me out 
very often these days but that is because 
he is busy and hasn't the time!” 

Roger was sympathetic and a gentleman. 
He left it at that, apologizing for what he 

called his impertinence. 

Those words of his: “It wouldn't matter, 
I suppose, if you were just an ordinary 
person,” that stumbling boyish apology, 
made me love him more than ever. And I 
knew that he loved me! I felt that we 
were too young—Roger especially—to face 
the situation against which a declaration 
of love would have thrown us. The dead- 
ening years of marriage had robbed me of 
all nerve and initiative. 

Of course, sooner or later, the dam had 
to burst. The contrast between what was 
and what so easily might be was borne 
in upon me every hour that I spent in 
Roger's company. I could not persist in 
my pretense of happiness. I could not 
stifle the first real love of my life. 

The climax came one evening in the early 
summer when Roger and I went together 
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to a dance at the house of a friend of his. 
1 was so wildly happy that starlit evening 
|that on the way home in the early hours 
of the morning | broke down and, through 
|my tears, confessed to Roger how utterly 
|miserable my life had been. It was the 
opening he had been waiting for, as he 
told me afterward. 

Drawing me gently to him and smoothing 
my hair, he told me that he loved me, had 
loved me since the first moment he met me, 
but that he had been afraid to tell me so 
for fear of wrecking my life with Maurice. 

“The responsibility was great,” he mur- 
mured. “I loved you too much to tell 
you—until I was quite sure.” 

Then in a low voice he asked me whether 
I loved him. What could I answer but the 
truth? 

Roger's first thought was of 
that we should be fair to him. 
a good psychologist and realized that 
Maurice had not intentionally made me 
unhappy but was temperamentally incapable 
of understanding me and so bringing me 
happiness. He said that, both for Maurice’s 
sake and for our own, we should take no 
rash step, that we should wait and see 
how things worked out. 

The summer went by. I spent whole 
days with the man I loved. In spite of my 
impatience those were wonderful months. 
Life seemed, all of a sudden, to have 
changed, to have gained new speed and 
gaiety and color. For the first time I 
was enjoying that perfect comradeship 
which sends the hours speeding and makes 
life seem all too short.a time for its en- 
joyment. J was changed, too—and it must 
have been that change «n me that made 
Maurice suspect that something was wrong. 
Even he couldn't help noticing it. 

In August he took a holiday from his 
work and, much against my will, I had to 
go away with him for a month to a cottage 
he had rented by the sea. While I was 
away, Roger wrote to me every day. 


Maurice, 
He was 


NE morning Maurice found under my 

pillow the letter I had been reading in 
bed. Without asking me if le might do so, he 
read it through. When he had finished it, 
he turned on me in.a towering temper, ac- 
cused me of having deceived him with 
Roger, of being his friend’s mistress. 

I suppose it is only human nature to feel 
a double pang of resentment when one is 
accused of doing something of which one 
is, in fact, innocent. To hear those words 
from Maurice drove me mad. I answered 
that there was no truth in his allegations 
but that I did love Roger and wished now 
with all my heart that he had been my 
lover! I was too angry to be wise. All 
my carefully laid plans crumbled to pieces. 

The effect of my words on Maurice was 
terrifying. He shouted that I had lied 
to him and deceived him. He seized me by 
the shoulders and shook me until I was 
dizzy and breathless. I tried to break free 
but he was too strong for me. He was 
beside himself with anger. He picked up 
a stick from the corner of the room and 
began to thrash me about the back and 
shoulders. I was too exhausted by our 
quarrel and by the shaking he had given me 
to resist. I cowered on the floor and al- 
lowed him to hit me until he threw down the 
stick and walked out of the house. 

Despite the pain of the bruises on my 
back, I managed to drag myself to my feet, 
to pack a suitcase and catch the next train 
to town. Maurice did not attempt to stop 
me. I don’t think he believed that I had 
the courage to run away from him. 

Back in town, I drove at once to Roger’s 
}rooms and, when he opened the door to 
|me, fell in a dead faint at his feet. His 
sister fortunately happened to be staying 
|with him. She brought me round and 
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your bath, stay in for fifteen minutes, and ounces of 
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shoe Any other foot troubles? 


nie Wanted for my specialtics 


C. R. ACFIELD, Dept. FT, 1328 Broadway, New York City 


HAVE PRETTY ROUND 
FACE AND NECK 
Instead of unsightly hollows 


Don't let sunken cheeks, 
hollow temples or a drawn, 
skinny neck keep you look 
A ing thin, peaked, old, worn 
& out Science offers you a 
sure, delightful way to put 
on flesh where you need it 
5 No dieting or tiresome 
exercise Simply apply 
P Tiffany Tissue Builder. It 
is a secret compound of 
amazing tissue building oils 
It has brought new attrac 
, tive beauty to thousands 
Hollow cheeks and temples 
-cks and under-developed busts round 
ut alm ost at once—firm —dainty- beautiful 
Crow's feet and wrinkles disappear as tho by 
nagic The soothing tissue building oils will not 
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delivers it. 
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bathed the raw, raised welts on my back. 
They were both of them shocked and horri- 
fied by what Maurice had done to me. 

“This finishes it, said Roger. “You are 
coming away with me! 

Roger wanted us to go away at once, 
jthe very next day. And I wanted to go, | 
too. Yet, as I lay in bed that night, with | 
the pain of my welts as a concrete re- | 
minder of all that I had gone through, [| 
faltered at the thought of starting a new | 
life. Unhappy though the old one had been, 
it had nevertheless been safe and clearly 
defined. I had been a wife. I had had a 
home and a status in society. Life with 
Roger, until we were able to marry—if we 
ever did marry—would be a wandering in- 
definite existence, fraught with trouble and 
pain. 

I realized then for the first time how 
deeply into the rut | had sunk, what a slave 
to habit I had become. Dullness is an 
opiate that stifles initiative and blunts 
decision. As I looked ahead, I saw the | 
future, my future and Roger’s, dark and | 
troublous. Roger and | would have to suffer | 
before we found peace and happiness—if 
we ever did find them! How could I be 
sure that he and I would get on any better 
than I and Maurice had done? Even 
though 1 felt sure in my innermost heart 
that Roger and I were made for one 
another, I hadn’t the courage of my con- 
victions. 


hesitation. I had been brought up to a | 
strict code of morals. The solemnity of 
marriage had been drummed into my ears 
ever since I first went to school. I had 
heard mother and her friends talk about 
“divorced women” and their tone had left 
me in no doubt as to what the world 
thought of those whose married affairs 
went awry. 

One’s early teaching and impressions 
cling pretty close to one—and I had been 
taught by my rather Puritan mother that 
|women who had been divorced by their 
| husbands ranked little better than those 
|women whom, when we were out walking 
together, we passed at street corners, 
about whom I knew nothing in those days | 
lexcept that they wore luxurious furs, had | 
|heavily painted faces and seemed on terms 
lof friendship with all the men on the 
Street. 

It was a desperate battle that I fought 


|piness against my early training, my per- 
|sonal laziness and fear of consequences. 
It may seem strange to you that I could 
have hesitated then—but I did! 

It was Roger who decided me. As | 
lay, still unsleeping and troubled by all 
sorts of waking nightmares in the shape 
|of doubts and fears, he went past my room 
jon his way to bed. He tapped softly on my 
door. 

“Darling,” he said, “are you awake?” 

I answered, yes—and he came in. It was 
the first time that he had ever been in my 
bed room. 

“Darling, you must sleep well tonight,” 
|he said. 3ecause of tomorrow!” 

There must have been magic in the way 
he spoke that one word “tomorrow,” for 
with the sound of it, and the awed voice 
in which he spoke it, all doubt seemed to 
leave me. I knew then that my future} 
lay with him, that only with him could [| 
be happy. Ahead of us lay thousands of } 

“tomorrows” in which to love each other | 
| as two people had never loved before. 

“Tomorrow!” I softly repeated. 

“Yes,” he murmured, “We'll cross to 
Europe. Then we'll go down south, to} 
|the most perfect villa in the world where 
I spent a holiday years ago. The sea will 
‘be as blue as a peacock’s wing—and the! 
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HEN there was another cause of my | 


Richly engraved. Railroad model 
with famous Leanard Regulator. Z 
Adjusted fora bsolute accuracy. 
Backed by million doilar factory. 
SEND NO MONEY 
man. Sale 
price $3.87 and postage on ar- 
rival. Money back guaranteed. 


BRADLEY, N-178, Newton, MASS. 


that night—my longing for love and hap- | 
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sky without a cloud. We will bathe all 
day in the warm sea and lie in the sun 
until it dries our skins. And at night we 
will sit under the stars where the sky is 
like deep blue velvet—and all the past will 
be forgotten. Will you like that, my 
dearest dear?” 

Our troubles are past now. Maurice 
divorced me. Roger and I are married. 
We both have our careers, he as a writer, 
I on the stage to which I have made a 
successful return. We are true com- 
panions as well as married lovers. The 
past has vanished like a dream. When | 
look back upon the years with Maurice, 
I can scarcely believe that they ever ex- 
isted. 

Was it worth while? A thousand times, 
yes. I have my reward now. I am on the 
right side of all the suffering. 


ID I do right? You must answer that 

question according to your own opin- 
ions of right and wrong. Your verdict upon 
what I have done will depend entirely upon 
your own personal philosophy of life. If 
you rank love and happiness, duty and 
honesty in facing facts as the greatest 
motive-forces in human nature, as the very 
mainsprings of existence, then it seems 
to me that you cannot help thinking that 
I did right to leave my husband for the 
man I loved—and who is now my husband 
and my best companion. 

This is the story I set out to tell. | 
have tried to write down as plainly as pos- 
sible what happened to me, to make clear 
to you what I suffered and what I faced. 
Yet, as I read it through, it seems to me 
that in some degree I have failed to reveal 


the poignancy of my experience. Written | 
in cold words and at a year’s distance | 
from the events themselves, it all sounds | 


so much less overwhelmingly important 
than it actually was to me at the time, 
than it still is to my tortured memory. 

No words of mine could ever adequately 
convey all that I went through. To under- 
stand that, you must read between the 
lines, remembering what sort of girl I 
was when I first married Maurice. Some- 
times when I am alone, when Roger is 
away and the spell of happiness for an 
instant broken, I recall my years with 
Maurice. Those lonely empty hours come 
back to me in a keen and bitter rush of 
reminiscence. Empty lonely hours of dis- 
illusion, of having to face the fact of my 
own blunder. Emptier, lonelier hours 
after I had got to know Roger and still 
lacked the courage and confidence to make 
a clean break for happiness. And those 
first days in the south, surrounded by the 
beauty of a Riviera summer, when before 
we were free to marry, the perfection of our 
love was marred by the thought that, 
however close we might be to one another, 
we did not yet belong. The torture of 
having to make a secret, almost a shameful 
thing, of our love because society looks 
askance at unmarried lovers, especially if 
one of them waits for a divorce. 

If any girl who reads this story is 
faced with the same decision that I had to 
make, is contemplating a similar escape 
from married unhappiness, there is one 
word of advice I feel bound and qualified 
to give her. Withhold the gift of your 
love until you are free to marry. Until 
then each go your own way, however much 
you may long to be together. We suffered 
so much, Roger and I, in that year of 
waiting, that I warn you against a similar 
experience. It was worth it—it’s easy 
to say that when all our troubles are 
ended—but we should have done better, 
I am sure, to have kept apart. In the full- 
ness of a new and perfect love one is im- 
patient. But marriage is the goal in view 
—and that is worth waiting for! 
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World’s Foremost 
Ballet Master 


Trains You at Home 


Hundreds of ambitious girls and boys’ 
men and women have been started on | 
the road to fame and fortune this new 
easy way Let Veronine Vestoff, for- 
mer solo-danseur with Pavlowa, 
train you in your spare time at 

home for a glorious career in 

classic Dancing. Wouldn't YOL 
like to be a star on the stage— | 
or earn a handsome income 
asa teacher of Dancing? In 
just a few short weeks you 
ean learn Ballet, Classical, 
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tive, Oriental and 
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of the Dance 


Leading stage dancers and successful 
dancing teachers owe their success to 
Vestoff's exclusive method—among | 
them Betsy Rees, premiere danseuse of 
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Dolores Gardner, motion picture star 
and many others 
You too can acquire professional 
technique through the wonderful Ves- 
tograph that brings to your home the actual movements 
of the dance in motion pictures 
Send for FREE BOOK 
and Special Offer NOW 

Just send coupon or write for Vestoff’s beautiful, illus- 
trated booklet on dancing. Right now a wonderful offer 
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TODAY 

V. VESTOFF ACADEMIE DE DANSE 
Dept. 210, 100 West 72nd St., New York, N. Y. 

Veronine Vestoff Academie de Danse 

100 W. 72nd St., New York, N. Y. 

Dear M Veatoft Please send me FREE your 

beautiful booklet on Claasic and Stage Dancing 

with details of Special offer to few new students. 
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They Made Me a Decoy 


[Continued from page 60] 


and I wanted to quit right then and there; 
but I had almost no money leit and | 
figured if 1 could only stick it out a week 
| might have enough to go along on till 
| found a job more to my liking. In a 
few minutes Lily came out smiling, but 
she didn't even look at me. I saw her 
get into the car and with a heavy heart 
watched Douglas Peabody drive her off. 
As he started I was sure Douglas turned 
back searching the window in hope of 
seeing me. 

Other customers came in, some of Lily’s 
sort and some quite respectable. I was 
blue. It made me unhappy to think of so 
much wickedness. I was leit to wait on 
the women who came in alone. After I 
had sold a pair of stockings to a trained 
nurse, Louis came up to me. 


OU look tired and a little quiet,” he 
said. “You are doing very well. It’s 
late now, you may as well quit. Come 
with me for a bite of supper, will you?” 

Just then the telephone rang. 

“Sure, sure,” I heard him say. “Yes, a 
peach. We'll come right along. Sure, 
Benny.” He hung up and then turned to 
me. “One of my best customers wants 
me to meet him and to bring along a nice 
little girl like you. Put on this dress now 
and get a new pair of sheer chiffon stock- 
ings and you'll be a knock-out. We'll go 
over to Lubens. There’s a fellow that can 
spend money. What I want you to do, 
Miss Keely, is vamp him, string him along. 
He's got plenty of jack and if he takes a 
fancy to you—well, you can have anything 
you want.” 

He seemed almost to hypnotize me with 
his smooth voice and the way he kept 
looking into my eyes. I wanted to refuse 
him, but he seemed to force me to agree 
to his wishes, almost against my will. 
Miss Bush came in and helped me dress 
while the other two girls stood by and 
admired me. It all seemed unwholesome 
but it was exciting and though I felt I 
wanted to break away, I was fascinated 
but made up my mind to be very careful 
and watch my step; I felt that I was in 
New York and must learn its ways. 

We went to a big delicatessen res- 
taurant, where the lights were soft and 
dim and the price of the food so high I 
was amazed. Here, a big fat man, who 
had diamonds in his shirt and on his fat 
hands was waiting for us. 

“Hello, Louis,” he grinned, “glad to 
see you.” As he shook hands he looked 
sheepishly at me and I could see he ad- 
mired me. 

“Miss Betty Keely,” Louis introduced 
us. The fat man’s name was Mr. Herman. 
We sat down and he ordered more food 
than I had seen in the whole of last week. 
My, how he could eat! He was pretty 
dumb. He and Louis kept talking busi- 
ness, but all the time Mr. Herman kept 
smiling and nodding at me. 

“Well, what do you think of the sweet 
little lady I brought around for you, Her- 
man? Pretty classy, eh? And I want 
you to understand Miss Keely’s a real 
lady. She’s only been in New York a 
week.” 

They exchanged a look. In a little 
while, Louis went off and I wanted to go 
home, but Mr. Herman would not hear 
of it. His car was at the door and he 
would drive me home as soon as I had 
some ice cream. Then he asked me a lot 
of questions about my home and my peo- 
ple and kept trying to squeeze my hand, 
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which almost made me laugh. He was 
so old and fat and silly. But 1 would 
have done just as well not to underrate 
Mr. Herman. 

“Look here, a pretty little girl like you 
ought to have a nice conffortable little 
flat of her own where she could entertain 
her friends and have a good time. A 
boarding-house, that’s no place for you.” 

I had a horrible idea what he was driving 
at, and yet it seemed so absurd, a man ot 
his age trying to make love to me! I 
didn't know whether to giggle or just 
slap his silly face. But the more I turned 
him down the more interested he became 
till just as we were leaving he sighed and 
said, “Miss Keely, I want to see you 
again. When may 1?” 

“I don’t know,” I said ccolly. “I am 
busy working.” 

He put me into his big, wonderful 
limousine and ordered the chauffeur to 
take us for a drive up Riverside. But I 
refused. I wanted to go home. 

Mr. Louis had told me I did not need 
te get to the shop till eleven and as | 
had been up so late I was glad to get the 
needed sleep. As soon as I came in he 
ran to meet me. 

“Say, girlie, I'll hand it to you. You're 
a quick worker. Old Herman's about 
coocoo over you. Called me up first thing 
this morning. Thinks you're the greatest 
little girl he’s met in years. Wants a 
date for tonight.” 

“I'm sorry,” I said stiffly, ‘but I’m busy 
tonight, and besides I’m not in the least 
interested in Mr. Herman.” 

Louis gave me a peculiar look that 
should have warned me. 

“T engaged you, Miss Keely, to meet 
certain demands of the customers. It is 
not asking too much, is ‘t, to have you go 
around a little with Mr. Herman?” 

I knew there was some reason in what 
he said, knew that models often had to 
go out with buyers to keep their jobs; 
but it seemed such a stupid thing to have 
to go out with a fat man like Herman 
and watch him eat and make an idiot of 
himself. 


‘M SORRY,” I said, “but tonight I am 

busy.” 

“Well, see that you’re free tomorrow 
night,” he snapped. 

Just then Lily of the night before came 
in. She and Louis had a talk behind the 
screen and when she came out I saw her 
stuff some money in her bag. 

“Well, I got a good sap last night; but 
I guess I lost him. Mama's boy took Lily 
home—and left her at the door. Wasn't 
that sweet? 

She gave a nasty laugh. Then she 
caught sight of me and seemed to remem- 
ber the night before. 

“Hello, dearie,” she sneered. “Got your 
dirty work in, didn’t you? But don't you 
try it again when I bring in a gentleman 
friend, or I'll tear your hair out.” 

I made no answer but I can tell you I 
was mad. 

When she had gone Bush said to me, 
“Lay off that girl, kid. She’s a bad one 
and will make trouble for any one who 
crosses her.” 

The long day somehow dragged through. 
Louis was hanging around me handing out 
compliments and telling me that when I 
went out with Mr. Herman the next night 
he would give me a violet beaded evening 
gown and a wrap. But I had no intention 
of ever going out with Mr. Herman. As 


\ 
aster 
k 
I 
‘ You can read music like this quickly 
= 
£ Wee 
| 
| 
r 


Stylish 


Embroi 


Just think! These two 
wonderful dresses EXACT- 
pictured for only 
How can we do at AY 


est and 
mail-order houses in the 
country and we want you to know 
all about our wondertul 
dresses are made of famous wy serge. 
Oneis attractive pencil stripe—so becoming toed figures and 
ages, Neatly trimmed with fancy buttons, Popular tuxedo 
lapel collar, The other dress is prettily ae poe pe 
slenderizing pa . The godet de- 
sign at the bottom creates the s ener flare model. 


Very latest embroidered Gates Two oe 
ses for price of one— NT mss THIS BARGAI 

SEND NO MONEY ian send letter NOW, When 

dresses are delivered pay mailman 

only $2.98 and a few cents delivery charges. if not satisfied 

we will return your money. Isn't that fair? ORDER NOW. 

NORMAN — $ CO, DEPT.1-3-120, — iLL. 


Brings You ‘18 Daily 


offers you chance to become independent 
orders Nu-Way 


Startling invention 
and build up bic business. Every woman 
Mending Fluid as soon as demonstrated. Mends a thousand 

enth time. Banishes needle and thread sew- 
lear profit. Free selling equipment. 

Free auto offe “We or wire today. NEW-WAY 
LABORATORIES, Desk B-14, Mt. Healthy, Ohio 


pov & Farn Xmas Money 


GIRLS 
Write for 50 Sets St. Nicholas Christmas 
Seals. Sell for 10c a set. When sold send us 
$3.00 and keep $2.00. No Work--Just Fun 
St. Nicholas Seal Co., Dept. 101-S, Brooklyn, N. Y. 


ticles in one-t 
50% to 200% 


world are advertising men bs u La 
and quic ney at “hy me during your spare time 

oj ies now in advertising than ever before. * 
mand for our graduates at big pay. 

Send for FREE Book. Giving interesting information and vital 
‘acts — just what you want to know about advertising. Write today! 

1 Michigan Ave., Chicago, U.S. A. 


GENTS 


New Credit Plan 
ake *50 to *90 a Week 
Without Investment 


Now you can have a wonderful business ot As 

your own without capital—a business that will 

pay you $2 to $5 an hour spare time up to $90 a 

week and more for your full time. You simply  / 

Introduce and take orders for famous World's / 

Star Hosiery, Klean-Knit underwear and Silk 

erie, a complete line for the family— direct 

from Mill. We ship you the goods and trust you. | 

You deliver and pay us when you collect. Your | 
ofit begins at once. No experience necessary. 

o matter what you’re doing now—if you want 
to make more money, all or spare time—write at 
once for this new plan and complete particulars, 
How to start Free. Established 30 years. 
World’s Star Knitting Co. 

Street 


1560 Lake Bay City, Mich. 


| the time passed I began to get more and 
more nervous. My heart beat fast every 
time a roadster passed. Would Douglas | 
Peabody come? Would he? 

I knew then I wanted to see him, as 7 
| had never in my life wanted to see any 
man before. About half past nine, 
should breeze back into the shop but Lily 
Barton. She 
cheap, flashy-locking fellow in a checked 
black and white suit. He looked like a 
race-track tout or a prize-fight promoter. 
She went through the same stunt I had 
seen her do with Douglas Peabody the 
night before, got him to buy her a load 
of things, which I knew she would return 
the next day and get money for. She had 
just about finished her buying when I saw 
Douglas’s yellow roadster glide up. in 
front of the store. Unluckily she spotted 
|it at the same minute. 


HE stood staring out at Douglas, won- 

dering if he was coming in, and then 
she seemed to realize the meaning of his 
| having come. 

With that she made a swing at me with 
| her heavy beaded bag. The frame of it 
| caught me on the forehead and I felt the 
blood running down my face. I tried to 
defend myself, but she was on me like a 
| wild cat, clawing and pounding at me, 
till I nearly fainted with fright and pain. 

Louis and Bush and the 


two salesgirls screamed. 
|and raving like mad. 
flew open and Douglas Peabody rushed in. 
I heard him shout. And then he plunged 
and threw Lily to one side. 


Douglas and the two of them went 


leach other with their fists. 


Suddenly I heard Louis squeal: 

“Hey, you two, cut it out! The cops 
are coming!” 

Suddenly there was a shout and a police- 
man jammed in through the door. A 
crowd had gathered outside. 

“Say, what’s up here?” the policeman 
yelled, and he made a swing with his club. 

At this Lily gave a crazy sounding 
laugh and went off into hysterics. 

“Where the hell is Louis,” she shrilled. 
“Tell him I want some snow. Got to 
have some. Lemme be. I know where 
he keeps it!” 


been tilted back in the struggle. 
“Come along, the lot of you,” 
policeman. 
By this time there were two more po- 


said the 


licemen and the crowd outside the” door 
was jammed in so we couldn’t force our 
way through 

“Don't be scared, little girl,” 

said in my ear. “I'll stand by you.” 
I saw that his face was white. 
|dope stuff complicates things.” 
I can't describe the shame and horror 
of those next hours. I believe if it had 
| not been for Douglas who got his father’s 
|lawyer on the wire, I might have been 
locked up in jail for the night. But the 
lawyer succeeded in proving that I had 
been innocently involved and, new to the 
city and the job, had gone into the shop 
without realizing its dangers. 

Lily Barton was taken off in 
bulance to Bellevue. 

When at last I was discharged from 
the police court I was so shaken and un- 
nerved I could hardly stand. I cried and 
cried and didn’t seem able to let go of 
Douglas’s arm. 

He put me in a taxi and drove with me 
to my boarding-house. Somehow my hand 
was in his and had been all through that 
terrible ordeal, and now I had no wish to 


Douglas 
But 
“This 


an am- 


take it away. Instead I wished that he 


had another man in tow, a | 


who | 


check-suited | 
| man tried to pull her off, while the other | 
Lily was cursing | 
Then the shop door | 


At this | 
| the man who had brought her jumped at 
for | 


She ducked behind the screen that had 
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My Rupture 
Fear Vanished 


in 2 Seconds 


, Ina flash I knew that at last 
science had given to rupture 
victims real, quick, positive 
relief. I knew that through 
the discovery of a well 
known American Scientist 
my rupture suffering was 
over, 


Tiny Magic Dot a 
Rupture Wonder 


An extraordinary little device, weighing less 


than 1-25 of an ounce, now makes heavy, | 
21 | the landlady told me when I got home. 


cumbersome, old fashioned devices, cruel 
springs, heavy straps and pads unnecessary. 
This new invention is called “Magic Dot,” 
and by its use it is now possible to walk, run, 
jump, exercise, bend, etc., with perfect security 
—without cruel pressure or barbarously tight 
strapping. At last, here is a way to prevent 
coming down of rupture, and tiny Magic 
Dot is only a part of the wonderful New 


Science System, 


Breathes Air 


A wonderful new pad, 
light in weight, soft an 
pliable actually breathes 
air. Smaller, much smaller, 
than you ever thought pos- 
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FREE Sample 
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These two items are only a part of this new system 
for supporting and healing rupture that is said by 
doctors and rupture victims alike to be a thousand 


years ahead of all other methods. 
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own home. Send no money. You can easily get full 
»articulars and free illustrated material. Find out now 
iow you can get New Science Rupture System for free 
inspection. Merely clip coupon, write your name 
eddvess plainly and mail it to 


NEW SCIENCE INSTITUTE 


Dept. 5829 Clay St., Steubenville, Ohio, U.S. A. 


NEW SCLENCE INSTITUTE 
Dept. 5829 Clay St., Steubenville, Ohio 
Please send me at once full details of your free 
| inspection offer. I am not obligated. 


| 

City 


would never let go of me for an instant. 

At the top of the stoop we stopped, un- 
| willing to separate. It was nearly mid- 
| night by now and the dark street was de- 
| serted except for a big limousine parked 
in front of the house where I lived. As 
| I opened my bag to get my key | heard 
| my name called and spun about in amaze- 
|}ment. A fat, heavy figure stepped out of 
the limousine. I recognized Mr. Herman. 
| “Hello, Miss Keely,” he said in a sheep- 
lish voice, grinning at me. “Louis called 
| me up and told me you got in some trouble 
at the store so I came round to see if you 
were all right. When they said you 
weren't in yet I thought I'd wait a little 
while to see if I could catch you.” 

“Good night, Miss Keely,” Douglas said 
stiffly. “Il am sorry I interrupted your 
other engagenient. I won't do so again.” 

Before | could say a word in explana- 
tion he was off, down the stoop and in 
the taxi he had kept waiting. 


TRIED to call him, even to run after 
him, but he was gone—and I might 
never see him again! 


young feller,” Herman said to me. “These 
young men—all hot head and a flat purse. 
Now I—I’ll—” but before the hateiul old 
fool could say another word I had thrown 
open the door, gone inside and slammed it 
in his face. 

The next morning I started looking for 
a job again; but everywhere I went the 


place had already been filled. 

“A gentleman's been calling you up,” 

| was so happy at that, I trembled. All 
my weariness and despondency dropped 
away and | ran up to my room as if I 
hadn't a trouble in the world. When I 
heard the landlady call me from the down- 
stairs hall I ran down so happy I wanted 
to sing and laugh aloud. In a minute I 
would see Douglas! 

“He's waiting in the front parlor,” the 
landlady whispered. 

I pulled aside the portiére and went in. 
There on the sofa was—Mr. Herman! 

I was so disappointed I could not speak, 
but just turned and went out again. 


expecting but I know that as soon as Mr. 
Herman left she came in the parlor. 

“Miss Keely, I'll trouble you for the 
money you owe me.” 


pay her as soon as I got another, but this 
did not please ber and she told me she 
wanted my room by morning. There was 
nothing for me to do but pack my few 
things and get out. 

A girl in the place told me of a very 
cheap room over on 44th street near Ninth 
Avenue. It was down in a basement and 
I was to share it with an actress who was 
out of work. I moved in and began again 
the round of job hunting. But luck 
seemed against me. 

At last I took a job in the basement of a 
department store. It was in the bargain 


the air and lack of daylight gave me the 
bhies. Often when I went back to my 
dingy, ugly room at night I thought what 
a fool I was to lead such a life when I 
didn’t have to. I had Herman's card in 
my pocket and I felt sure he had been in 
earnest when he said he wanted to help 
me. But soon if I kept this up no one 
would want to see me, for I was getting 
thin with worry and losing all my color. 
Then the last straw broke my nerve. 
In an illustrated daily I saw a picture 
of Douglas Peabody, Jr. His engagement 
to some rich society girl was reported and 
her picture was printed next to his. 


I could not cry. I was hurt so much, 
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I don’t know what the landlady had been | 


“Say, don’t bother yourself about that | 


I told her I had lost my job and would | 


dress section and the work was hard and | 
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A National Institution 
for Men Past 40 


Its success has been startling, me 
its growth rapid. This new hy- 
giene is rapidly gaining in national 
prominence. The institution in 
Steubenville has now reache 
large proportions. Scores andeven 
hundreds of letters pour in every 
day, and in many cases reported 
results have been little short of 
amazing. In case after case, men 
have reported that they have felt 
ten years younger in six days. 

ow physicians in every part of 
the country are using and recom- 
mending this treatment. 

Quick as is the response to this 
new hygiene, it is actually a pleas- 
ant, natural relaxation, involving 
no drugs, medicine, or electric rays whatever. The 
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men are old at forty in a new book now sent free, in 
24-page, illustrated form. Send for it. Every man past 
forty should know the true meaning of those frank facts. 
No cost or obligation is incurred. But act at once before 
this free edition is exhausted. Simply fill in your name 


. below, tear off and mail. 


The Electro Thermal Company 
6762 Main Street Steubenville, Ohio 


Tue ELectro THERMAL Co., 
6762 Main Street, Steubenville, Ohio. 


Address_ 


Los Angeles, Cal. 


4 7 
| 
| 
| address: Suite 62 Van Nuys Bidg., 
= 


RESHAPE YOUR NOSE! 


You can surely and safely mold your nose to 
beautiful proportions with the 
ANITR NCSE ADJUSTER 
Shapes while you sleep or work— painlessly, comfortably. 
~= Results speedy and guaranteed. 
Physicians praise it highly. 
fe} No metal to harm you. 
FREE BOOKLET 
points way to facial beauty and 
happiness. Write for it today. 
The ANITA 


ANITA Bid De 


can have 


SHAPELY [SHAPELY ANKLES 


Be admired for your slim, graceful |SHAPELY ANKL 


REDUX ANKLE REDUCERS 


quickly perfect the shape of both ankle and 

calf by a new scientific, comfortable and sani- 

tary method —amazingly simple—just slip 

them on like a sock and note instant re- 

sults. Nothing else to do. May be worn 

day or night and under sheer stockings 

without showing. Used by many Film Stars 

Ankles Look Slim while becoming Slim 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 

A limited quantity at specia 

ductory price of $3.49 per pair. 

Send money order and size of 

ankle and receive anklets in 

plain wrapper postpaid. 


REDUX MFG. CO. 
303 Fifth Ave., New York, Suite 2015 A 


Play this ~ ~ 
UKULELE! 


Beautiful professional in- 
strument, very finely made, 
Not a toy. Worth $6.00. 
FREE: Instant Lesson 
and Song Book sent with 
ukulele. Pay postman 

$2.98 plus postage. 


The 


very 

simplest 

instrument 
the world 

to play. No les 


me the most pop-_ 

ular one in your crowd. 
SINCERE STUDIOS ~ 

East 2ist St. 


Skin Troubles 


Cleared Up—often in 24 hours. To prove 
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So it had all been a crazy dream on my 
part. I-had meant nothing to him, just 
a working girl he kissed and forgot. All 
this while I had been thinking of him and 
loving him. Yes, I loved him; had loved 
him; but now I would put all this non- 
sense out of my mind—and go to Mr. 
Herman. 

I went out to telephone him; but I 
walked block after block without going 
into a booth and the first thing I knew I 
was at 59th street and turning up Broad- 
way. 

It was there I had met Douglas and I 
almost wished | might again see his 
roadster parked in front of the door. Of 
course, it was not there; but as I went 
slowly by Miss Bush was standing at the 
window and she must have seen and recog- 
nized me; tor she ran out and called 
after me. 

“Say, kid, where in the heck have you 
been all this while?” She half dragged 
me back to the shop. “And what have 
you been doing to yourself. You look 
like the deuce. Come on in. This dump’s 
under new management. Louis flew 
coop. And now where are you hanging 


1 told her where I was working. She 
told me I was a fool. 

“Say what did you do to your boy 
fren’, you know that young Peabody? He's 
been coming in here asking where you'd 
gone and I couldn't tell him. been 
to your boarding-house; but they told him 
you'd gone.” 

“Douglas Peabody’s been coming here 
to ask about me?” 


“GURE. Why he’s clean nuts about you, 
kid. Why did you run off and leave 
him cold? He’s the kind of a guy a girl 
in her right mind freezes on to.” 

“But he’s engaged,” I managed to say. 
“I saw his picture in the news.’ 

“Sure. He told me all about that. He 
and I’ve grown quite chummy talking 
about you. That engagement’s all his 
mother’s doing and don’t mean a thing in 
the world to him. He told me. Now look 
here, kid, you tell me where you live; for 
that boy’s a friend of mine and I promised 
I'd let him know the first thing I found 
out.” 

But I didn’t want to have Douglas find 
me living in that horrible basement room 
so I wouldn’t tell Bush where I lived. 
“I’m moving,” I said, “and I'll let you 
know my new address.” 

But when I went out of the dearie shop 
I was happier than I had been in weeks. 
Douglas had not forgotten me. He still 
thought of me. That night it was joy 
that kept me awake and the next morning 
when I went to work, there was Douglas 
waiting for me at the employees entrance. 

“Betty !” 

I could not say a word. 

“I’m sorry I lost my temper that night,” 
he said, “but I’m afraid I’ve a rottenly 
jealous nature and the sight of that old 
walrus was too much for. me.” 

I explained about Mr. Herman. 

“You're far too pretty and sweet to be 
allowed to run around New York without 
some one to look after you and from now 
on, Betty, if you say so I’m going to take 
the job.” 

There is nothing more to write. Doug- 
las and I are planning to get married. 
His mother has become reconciled, espe- 
cially as the society girl she had picked 
out for Douglas eloped with her Italian 
singing teacher. We are both wonder- 
fully happy and I often wonder with a 
shiver of dread what might have hap- 
pened to me if Douglas had not come into 
the dearie shop that day. 
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Out stepped Ann! 
* By June Warren © 


NN adjusted shirrings in her old blue 
taffeta. “If I could only look in the 
mirror just once,” she cried, “and 

be satisfied with what I see.” 

Elizabeth Murray burst into the room, 
her coat wide open, beads gleaming on 
her dress. 

“Oh, how — how beautiful!” Dismay 
entered Ann’s voice. She couldn't go now. 
Her last year’s dress would look worse 
than ever beside Elizabeth’s lovely one. 

“You'll have to hurry,” warned Eliza- 
beth. “We're late now.” 

“I know.” She must do something. She 
remembered perfume someone had given 
her, snatched at the stopper, let two-thirds 
dash down her dress. “Oh, see what I’ve 
done!” 

“Hurry and change.” 

“I haven't anything else. There isn’t 
time to change. No. Please don’t wait. 
I didn’t much want to go anyway.” 

But she did want to go, she reflected, as 
she watched Elizabeth cross the street. She 
saw girls go laughingly toward the big 
white house at the end of the block... 
caught flashes of blue, subtle rose and lav- 
ender under their smart coats. 

“T’ll have to have a breakdown and not 
go anywhere any more. But Elizabeth's 
birthday’s coming. She’ll insist that I come. 
Oh, it’s wretched being poor!” 

She examined dresses in her closet... 
an old brown velvet, a soiled tan silk. Wee 
hope returned. If the silk could be reno- 
vated, combined with the brown. .. . 

She put on the brown, wrapped the other 
in a newspaper and ran across the way to 
Mrs. Moore’s. But Mrs. Moore shook her 
head. “They would combine beautifully. 
But I have more orders than I can handle.” 

Ann searched the shops. She found dresses 
of moire and satin, dresses she didn’t 
dare try on, because they were priced $45, 
$50, $55, She’d have to go without new 


shoes, hat, gloves, hose for a year... . 
Then she saw bargain silk in a window 
—“$1.25 a yard,” said a welcome sign. She 
turned thoughtfully homeward in the bright 
sunshine. “Days like this just make you 
want new clothes,” she thought wistfully. 
Her room was heavy with perfume. She 
raised a window. The girls were coming 
home from the party. Elizabeth would run 
in next, bubbling with news. She mustn't 
let her know how she was feeling. She 
seized a magazine and lay down to read. 
Here so many patterns and materials 
were described that if one could only make 
one’s own clothes decently. . . . She turned 
to a page. Interest became intense. 
She was cutting a coupon when Elizabeth 
rushed into the room. She thrust the maga- 
zine and scissors under the pillow, 


“QHE says,” Elizabeth explained to friends 

six weeks later, “she says the doctor 
told her she had a bad case of nerves and 
mustn’t go anywhere for a month. She’s 
the calmest acting person for a bad case of 
nerves I ever saw!” 

“But Elizabeth, you see her so often. 
Surely you know what she's doing.” 

“Not a thing. When I go to her room, 
I have to knock and knock, and then fifteen 
minutes later, after something's been tucked 
out of sight, she unlocks the door and pokes 
around her quiet little head and says with 
a funny twisted smile, ‘Oh, it’s you. I 
thought 1 heard someone knocking.’ 

“I think her letters make her happy,” 
remarked Elizabeth. “She never used to 
get any. Now the postman stops often— 
sometimes with big, mysterious packages 
too. You'd think her birthday was almost 
here instead of mine.” 


IFTEEN minutes after Elizabeth’s party 
had begun, Ann rushed into the room, 
hugging a dark coat tightly about her. 
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“So the doctor 
gave you permission to come out at la:t!” 


Elizabeth grabbed her. 


Ann’s voice came laughingl, from the 
folds. “No—No! My nerves are stiill— 
terribly shattered!” She dashed into the 
dressing-room, pulled the curtains cloce. 


The boys came up. The girls gathered, 
shook the curtains, “Ann!” 


Violins began tuning for the first dance. 
There was a breathless stir of curtains. 
Eyes watched. The heavy folds parted— 


Then out stepped Ann! 


\ kind of glorified, shining Ann—in tur- 
« .vise blue taffeta with cream lace yoke, 
with rose and silver nosegays at the waist. 


“Ann!” 


Ann curtsied, stroked the bouffant folds. 
“This is my case of nerves,” she laughed 
mischievously. “And come to my house to- 
morrow—all you who like dresses! I'll 


show you all the other little nerves!” 


HE was still radiant with the success 
of the party when the girls flocked in 
next day. She turned to the closet. 


“I made them!” she flung out trium- 
phantly. “The Woman’s Institute showed me 
how! That navy twill cost only $15.75. 
That blue crepe, $11.35. This printed flan- 
nel, $10.30.” She opened a bureau drawer. 


“I made this apron and these cunning 
combinations and this Japanese kimono in 
just the first few lessons.” 


“But Ann—how did you learn of the 
Institute?” 


“Through a booklet, ‘Making Beautiful 
Clothes.’ I mailed a coupon that brought 
it. There never was a luckier two-cent 
stamp! I'll tell the rest as soon as you've 
got through gasping—but hurry!” She 
flashed a sudden’ glance into the mirror, 
flushed happily for once at what she saw. 
“Hurry, for I can’t wait to tell you the 
whole story. Every one of you will be want- 
ing to write the Institute before night!” . 


Send for Handsome Free Booklet 


ON’T you want to write 

the Woman's Institute be- 
fore night too? Just the 
tiniest word of your interest 
will bring you, free, the 
booklet, “Making Beautiful 
Clothes,” with its fascinating 
story of what the Institute 
can do for you. 

It tells how you can have 
lovely dresses just in free 
minutes at home—make them 
at tiniest cost, give them little 
striking touches that make 
them distinctively becoming to 
you—copy any gown you see 
. . . be ready for happy times . . . make money. 
Won't you send a letter, postal or this coupon so 
we can start the booklet to you by return mail? 


Making 


Beautiful Clothes 


WOMAN'S INSTITUTE 
Dept. 6-K, Scranton, Penna. ; 
Without cost or obligation, please send me : 
one of your booklets and tell me how I can : 
: learn at home the subject before which I have : 
: marked an X ; 
: Home Dressmaking Millinery 
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Advertising 
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True to form 
as usual” 
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ZLonite actually 
kills germs (so does 
Zonite Ointment) 
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In the Sickroom: The sick need 
especial care against germ life. 
Thermometers, crockery, glass- 
ware, etc., should be sterilized 
with Zonite. It may protect others 
in the family from contagious 
diseases, too. 


Feminine Hygiene: Poise and 
charm depend largely on health 
and cleanliness. Women value 
Zonite as a deodorant and in 
personal hygiene. Non-poison- 
ous and non-caustic—safe on 
the most delicate tissues. 


Zonite Products Co., Postum Bldg. 
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. ¥ 


Care of the Baby: Zonite relieves 
the irritation of chafing or prickly 
heat. Disinfects insect bites 
scratched by baby hands. Doctors 
advise it in the enema. Use with- 
out fear—Zonite acts quickly and 
powerfully, but harmlessly. 


Powerful 
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Skin Surfaces: Any break in the 
skin is liable to germ invasion, be 
it scratch, cut, blister or deep 
wound. Treat at once with this 
powerful germicide. Zonite takes 
the sting out of a burn, too. 


Teeth and Gums; Germs cause 
pyorrhea and gum or tooth 
troubles. Daily use of Zonite as a 
mouthwash assures protection. 
Recommended by dentists as an 
overnight disinfectant for dental 


Complexion, the Hair: A fresh, 
unmarred complexion is a de- 
light. Pimples yield when treat- 
ed with Zonite. Use on skin 
eruptions. Excellent in the 
shampoo Zonite kills the 
germs causing dandruff. 
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The Secret of Caruso’s 
Amazing Vocal Power 


“The Songbird of the ages,” Enrico Caruso. The 
richness, the fullness, the beauty and the as- 
tounding power of his voice was due tothe excep- 
tional development of his Hyo-Glossus muscle. 


HIS IS AN AGE OF MARVELS. Wonderful scientific discov- 
eries have changed our mode of living and our mode of thinking. 


One discovery of tremendous benefit to all humanity is the discovery 
of the principle of voice control by Eugene Feuchtinger, A. M. 


His resulting system of voice development revolutionized old methods, and 
changes voice development from a little understood art to an exact science. 


More than that, it brings a Perfect Voice within the reach of every man and every 
woman who desires a stronger, richer voice for either singing or speaking. 


Prof. Feuchtinger’s method is founded on the discovery that the Hyo-Glossus 
muscle controls the voice; that a strong, beautiful voice, with great range, is due 
to a well developed Hyo-Glossus—while a weak or a rasping voice is due to under- 
development of this vital vocal muscle. A post-mortem examination of Caruso’s 
throat showed a superb development of his Hyo-Glossi muscles. But it required 
years of training under the old method to produce this development. 


You can develop your Hyo-Glossus in a much shorter time by Prof. Feuchtinger’s 
wonderful scientific method. You can take this training under the direction of the 
Professor himself, wherever you may live. And the cost is so low that it is within 
the reach of every ambitious man or woman. 


100% Improvement in 
Your Voice—Guaranteed 


Eugene Feuchtinger, musician-scientist, who 


discovered the function of Hyo-Glossus in voice 
production, and whose famous “Perfect Voice” 
system has developed thousande of voices. 


Diagram of the Normal Throat showing the 
Complete Vocal Mechanism. Your throat looks 
like this. So did the throat of the great Caruso. 
Professor Feuchtinger's system of silent, scien- 
tific exercises will develop your vocal organ to 
its full strength. 


Professor Feuchtinger’s method is far 
simpler, far more rapid, far more certain 
in results than the tedious, hap hazard 
methods of ordinary vocal instructors, 
His unqualified success with thou- 
sands of pupils proves the infallibility 
of his method. 

Under his direction, your voice will be 
made rich, full and vibrant. Its over- 
tones will be greatly multiplied. You 
will add many notes to its range and 
have them clear, limpid and alluring. 
You will have a voice that is rolling 
and compelling and so strong and 
magnetic that it will be the marvel of 
your associates. 


Professor Feuchtinger ABSOLUTELY 
GUARANTEES an improvement of 
100 per cent—a REDOUBLEMENT of 
your voice! If you are not absolutely 
Satisfied that your voice is doubled in 
volume and quality, your money will 
be refunded. You are the only judge. 


You Do Not Know 
Your Real Voice 


Until you have tried the Feuchtinger sys- 
tem, you cannot know the possibilities of 
your vocal gifts. Physical Voice Cul- 
ture PRODUCES as well as DEVEL- 
OPS the true voice. It corrects all strain 
and falsetto and makes clear the won- 
derful fact that any normal person can 
develop a fine voice if correctly trained. 
Thousands of delighted graduates 


testify to this — many of them great 
vocal successes who, before coming to 
Professor Feuchtinger, sang very poor- 
ly or not at all. Among Professor 
Feuchtinger’s pupils are grand opera 
Stars, concert singers, speakers, preach- 
ers, actors and educators. 


FREE! 


The Wonderful New Book 
“Physical Voice Culture” 


Send the coupon below and we will send 
you FREE this valuable work on voice cul- 
ture. Do not hesitate to ask. Professor 
Feuchtinger is glad to have us give you this 
book, and you assume no obligation what- 
ever by sending for it. You will do yourself 
@ great and lasting good by studying this 
book. It may be the first step in your career. 
Do not delay. Send the coupon TODAY! 


Perfect Voice Institute 
1922 Sunnyside Ave., Studio 20-69, Chicago 


Perfect Voice Institute 


Name 


1922 Sunnyside Ave., Studio 20-69, Chicago, Ill. 


Dear Prof. Feuchtinger; Will you please send me a 
copy of your new free book “Physical Voice Cul- 
ture”. I understand that this book is free and there 
is no obligation on my part. I am interested in 
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Not-to-be-Missed—True-Life stories 
in next month’s SMART SET 


Who Would Marry “A Girl of My Kind”? 


A fashionable boarding school on the Hudson—the “on her own” in a fashionable hotel lacking the ex- 
most select in America. Pamela, the loveliest girlin perience to judge the character of the handsome 
the school—a mystery to the other girls—with no man who sends yellow roses to her room. ... Must 
visitors except occasionally a lovely and alluring _ this sheltered, delicately-reared girl, because of some- 
woman—her mother. ... Suddenly a change of for- _ thing for which she was not to blame, become one 
tune. Pam, seventeen, exquisite, romantic, is thrown _ of those girls a man will support, but not marry? 


Could This Be Love? 


Does a girl need to have emotional experience to succeed as an artist? Is art so 
sacred that any departure from conventional standards can be forgiven in a singer 
or actress? . . . These are the questions which had to be answered quickly by the 
lovely singer who tells of her metropolitan adventures in “ Could This Be Love?” 


My Wonderful Christmas Gift 


If two men loved you — one old and rich, one 
young and poor; if the cards were stacked so that 
you had to marry the older one; if the wedding 
was to be at Christmas time—could you and the 
boy who loved you look forward to that Yuletide 
with joy? Here is the kind of true love story the 
whole world likes—full of tenderness and drama. 


I Know the Madness of Love 


A noted surgeon, who has passed through a heart- 
racking experience with a beautiful woman, tells 
frankly how his love affair came to a crisis in 
which, rather than give her up, he was willing to 
sacrifice the best friend he had—of how even mur- 


The Girl I Lost to Soochow Road 


An American girl, traveling through brigand-in- 
fested China, is pursued by a terrible fate wearing 
the mask of romance. An astounding revelation 
of the cold, calculating passion of the Orient. 


“I’m the Happiest Wife in the World” 


This married woman says she is tired of reading 
about unhappy marriages. “My husband is no 
angel,” she told the Editor,“there was a time when 
I wondered if his infatuation for another woman 
would separate us. But I found a way to make him 
love me as intensely as when we were first mar- 
ried—and I’m glad to share my secret with SMART 
SET wives.” 


der did not seem too high a price to pay if by it 
he might keep her love. 


Vivid True-Life Serials 


When you read a SMART SET serial you find a complete episode in each Sy -F 
issue— each installment a story in itself. In the January issue the girl who ) 

confesses “I Lived a Lie” tells how she tried to win back the good opinion y= 
of the world after a mistake that usually condemns a woman. In the same 
issue, appears a new love adventure of the noted beauty who is writing the 
series of amazing disclosures entitled “Men Who Have Kissed Me”; also 
that astonishingly frank Gold Digger reappears to tell even 
more startling truths about the hidden life of Broadway. 


o Forgive is Divine 
To Forg D 


Elsie Robinson, noted journalist, to whom men and eu 
women come in trouble, heard one day from an erring 
but repentant wife’s lips, a story that she can never forget 
—a story you will never forget when she repeats it to you. 


Looming up in the background of this true story is a 
husband who has discovered what few husbands placed 
in his situation would have discovered: the age-old 
truth that “To err is human—to forgive divine.” 
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